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HOME, SWEET HOME. 


JOHN HOWARD PAYNE. SIR HENRY BISHOP. 
(MIXED VOICES.) Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


pleas. ures and pal - a - ces though we m , Be it ev - er so 
on the moon as I tread the drear wild, And.. feel that my 


ile from home, splendor daz - zles in vain; Oh.. give me my 
= 


a EE 
ud place like home 


hum - ble, there 
| moth er now thinks of her child; 
| low . ly-thateh'd cot- tage a- gain; 
| t =: 


... charm from the skies seems to hal - low us 

As she looks on that moon from our own cot-täge 

The.. birds singdng gai - ly, that came at my 
= 


there, Which, k thro’ the world, 

door, Th the wood - bine whose f 

call; Give me them, apd that p 
N 


ES 
Home, hone, 
Home, home, 
Home, home, 


here's io placo like home. 


Oh, th 
b 


-— 
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DARLING NELLY GRAY. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Con espress, 


W 
sa lows.. green.. val ley on the old Ken-tuck- y shore, Where I've 
. When the moon had elimb'd the moun-tain, and the stars were shin-ing too, Then Td 


My...... eyes me get-ting blind-ed, and I — ean- not see my way. Hark! there's 


- 
= 


| whilelman-y hap py hours a 


A - - sit-ting and a- sing-ing 


take my. 


dar-ling Nel-ly Gray, Aud we'd float... down the riv- my 


some-bod-y knock-ing ut the door— Oh, I hearthe an-g 


lit » tle cot- tage door, Where — lived dar - ling Nel - ly 


lit - tle red cn - noe, Whilemy ban - jo sweet -ly — I would play. 


we my 2 Gray, Fai 


well to the old  Ken-tuck - y shore, 


] 
e EY 
poor Nel - ly Gray, they have tak - en you a - way, And Tl 
dar 


Nel - ly Gray, up in deav - en there, they saz, That they'll 
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DARLING NELLY GRAY. 


ney-er see my dar-ling an- y more; Dm... sib-ting by the riv-er and Im 


mev -er lake you from me an- y more; Im a-com-ing—com-ing—com-ing, as the 


weep-iug all the day, For you've gone from the old Ken-tuek- y shore. 
an - gels clear the way, 5 well to the old Ken.tuek- y shore, 


EE 


wee 


HOME, HOME, CAN I FORGET THEE. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Moderato. 
B 


1. Home, home, ean I for-get thee, Dear, dear, dear - ly loved hom No, no, still I re-gret thee, 


2. Home, home, why did I leave thee? Dear, dear friends, do not mourn. Home, home, once mure receive me, 


SM 


——— poco writ. 


N 


Tho’ I may far from th Home, home, home, home, dear - est and hap-pi-est home, 


Quick-ly to thee I'll re - turn, Iome, home, home, home, dear - est and hap-pi-est home, 


t 
—- o - -—- 
Zorn 
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THOMAS DUNNE ENGLISH. 


BEN 


BOLT. 


XED VOICES.) N 


LSON KNEASS. 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


1. Oh, don't you 


2. 


— Un-der 


3. And don't you 


re-mem-ber sweet A 
the hick 0 - ry 


re-mem-ber the school, 


Ben Bolt, 
Ben Bolt, 
Ben Bolt, 


Sweet Al 
Which stood at 
With the mas - ter 


- ice, whose hair was so 
the foot of the 


so kind and so 


brown, w 
hill, T 
true, 


hos. wept with de-light 
o - geth - er we've lain 
shad - ed nook 


when you gave her a smile, 


in the noon- day.... shade, 


by the brook, 


run - ning... 


fair - est wil 


trembled with fear at 
listened to Ap- 


your frown? In thé 
ple-ton's mill, The 


d - flow - ers grew? 


.grows on the mas- ters 


FI Ty aa = 
eas gates: == 


old chureh-yard, in the valdey, Ben Bolt, 
Ben Bolt, 


Ben Bolt, 


mill- wheel has fall- en to pic 


grave, 


cor - 
raft - 


spring of 


ner  ob-seure and n - 


ers have tum- blel.... in, And à 
dry, And of 


the brook is 


lone, 


They have fit- ted a slab of the 


qui- et that crawls round the 


all..... the boys who were 


ete 
z] 


el 
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BEN BOLT. 


gran-ite — so And sweet Al - ice lies un + der the stone; They have 
walls as yon gaze" Hus...  fol.lowed the old - - en din; And a 
school - mates then, Thereme on - + ly you...... and I; And of 


a 


fit- ted a slab of the gran-ite so gray, And sweet Al-iee lies un - der the stone, 


fol-lowed the old - - en din, 


qui - et that crawls round the walls ns you gaze, Has.. 
all... 


the boys who w hool - mates then, There ar ly you...... and I. 


r2 
t 

s 
L4 


STARS OF THE SUMMER NIGHT. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 
Andante, Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


p dolce. 


grz 


1. Stars of the sum - mer night, Far in yon az + ure deeps, Hide, . hide your 
2. Moon of the sum- mer night, Far down yon west emn steeps, Sink, sink in 


gold- en light, She sleeps, my la - dy sleeps; SI sleeps, she sleeps, my In - dy sleeps. 


sleeps, my la - dy sleeps; — She... sleeps, she sleeps, my la - dy sleeps. 


Vr mE & P 
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sil - ver light, S 


€ 


| = 


m. LN 
é 3 = EE 
S s 


BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING YOUNG CHARMS. 


THOMAS MOORE, 


Andante moderato. — 
` 


(MIXED VOICES.) Arr, by GEORGE ROSEY. 


-lieve me, if all those en - dearing young charms, Which I gai 


1 on so fond- ly to- 
uth are thine own, And thy cheek’ 


X It is not while beau-ty and y k'sun-pro-faned by a 
= de 
“is " m P 
Bst xx 
ety A-4—4A—w—u4-—- ee 
W v we 


= 


Were to change by to - mor-row and fleet in my arms, Like... 
That the fer - vor and faith of a soul can be known, To wl 
ps 


W ç v 
fair - y gifts fad - ing a- wa 
time will but make thee more dea 


Thon would'ststill be a - dored, as this 
Oh, the heartthat has tru - loved 


ra 
=— 


And a- 
As the 


us dt 


mo-ment thou art, Tet thy: love - 
to the 


nev- er for - gets, But as tru - 


-self a - i ly 


^ 
round the dear ru - in each wish of my heart Woulden-twine i 
sun-flow-er turnson her God when he sets The same Ans she gave when 
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OLD 


Moderalo espress, 


p 


FOLKS AT HOME. 


(MIXED VOICES.) STEPHEN C. FOSTER. 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


- 
. Way down up - 
2, One lit- tle 


far 
that I 


Far, 
One. 


There's where my heart. is 
Still — sad-ly to my 


No 


These's where the old folks 
mat- ter where I 


down the whole cre - a - tion, 
hum-ming, 


All up 


When will I see the bees a- 


i i 


= 


Sad -ly I roam, 
All round the comb? 


Sul longing for. the 
When will I hear the 


And for ae Tex folks at home. 


home? 


old plan - ta-tion, 
ban - jo tumming, Down in my good old.. 


the world am sad 


- where T 


roam, 


Pep 


and drear - y, 


cul 


7 
2 
Far from the ah 


Oh! dark- ies, how my heart grows wea - ry folks at home. 
4 2. —» s T 
Se Ex 
ya P—e er une 
b v Ld - 
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LISTEN TO THE MOCKING BIRD. 


(Mixe voices.) 


ALICE HAWTHORNE 


(SEPTIMUS WINNER). 


dream - ing now 


3. When thecharms of spring a - 


= 
dream-ing now of. For thethought of 


charms of spring a 


Eccl 


di She's 
side; "Twas 


ihe bough, I 


I ue T 
leep-ing in the 
s in the mild Sep- 
feel like one for- 


Sep - tem - ber, 


e mock-ing bird, 


e mock-ing bird, 


-ing bird; 


Lis-ten to the 


LISTEN TO THE MOCKING BIRD. 


ing bird, Still sing-ing where the weep-ing Wil-lows wave. 


ng bird, Listen to the moc ging 


IN THE GLOAMING. 


Words by META ORRED. (xixED voices.) Music by ANNIE F. HARRISON. 
Andante con espressione, 
LN N 


E 
EECEXSE- E 


1. In thegloam-ing, oh, my dar-ling! when the lights are dim and low, And the qui - et 
2. In the gloam-ing, oh, my dar-ling!thinknot bit. ter - ly of mel Though passed a - 


A 
EE uy 
== Erbe 
: = = 

: agitato: == 

; = 

: 5 Se 
z PEE Fr: sg 


shad” ows, fall- ing, soft - ly come and soft - ly go; When the winds are sob- bing 
way in si’. lence, left you lone - ly, set you free; For my heart was crushed with 


£——f-r-$—$- 


I 


EE x = zu 


PERSE 
v id os 
ly with a^ gen-tlo unknown woe, Will youthink of‘ me and love me, As you did once 
üg; what had been could nev-er be.’ It was best to leave you thus, dear, Best for you and 


gs re] 
wr T Er = 


| 


you and best for me..... 


be 
= 


Eo 
best for nt me; It was best to leave you 


fe 


1 CANNOT SING THE OLD SONGS. 
CLARIBEL. 


(MIXED VOICES.) Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


ge 


T 
=e 


T. 
2.1 
8. 1 


can 
can 
ean - 
e 


- not sing the old songs, sang long years a - go, For 
not sing the old songs, 'm is ‘sad and deep; Their 
not sing the old songs, For vi - sions come a + gain [ 


$5 


ELM 


-N— N— 3 
$—s = = 
. = s J 
heart and voice would fail me, And fool- ish tears would fow; For 
mel - o - dies would wak - en Old sor- rows from their sleep, — And 
gold - en dreams de . part - ed wen - ry pain; Per- i 
IE: 2- 178 m: Ag: E 
eu -—» f £ = 2 — ppe —— 
pe = a ee Be = 


by - 
tho! 
haps 


gone hours 


all 


cer my heart, With each fa - mil - iar a 
un - got - ten still And sad - ly sweet they be, I 
when earth- ly fet - ters shall Have sch my spir - it 'e, 


* 


pe waere de e p- 
£-—2—» == = - 


[Si Se a == 

u Zu Ze zu f 

=: X 

- - LE E gF 

can - not sing the old songs, Or dream thoso dreams a 

can - not sing the old songs, They are too dear to 

may know the old songs, For all e - terr - ni - 

te 
= | 


w 


E zi | 
N v 
can - not sing the dream those dreams a - 
can - not sing the are too — der | to 
voice may know the al oe - ter + ni = 
res pe o eta E ie 
i iz »- 9 i 
ma vw w - 
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ROCKED IN THE CRADLE OF THE DEEP. 


Moderato. (BASS SOLO.) Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


SOPRANO AND 


e 


1. Of thedeep, lay me down, 
‘Tenor AND Bass, 2, Still were mine, stormy winds, 


.I Jay me down 
J Tho’ stormy winds, ;. 


in peace to sleep; Se + 
sweepo'erthe brine, Or 


y v 
1. Rock'din the era-dle of the deep,. 
2, Andsuch the trust that still were mine, 


mens = 
E x 1 2 
x Ea = aS 
x = 2—— —$:$-2 
| on the wave, Lord, hast pow'r to save. 
fier - y breath, wreck and death, 
x SS 
ee a 


. For Thou, O Lord, hastpow’r to save. 


cure I rest up-on the 
l Rousdmefromsleep to wreck and death, 


though the tempest's fier - y 


i [== SH EIS LA 


| I know Thou wilt not slight my call, For Thou dost e the spar-row's fall 
In o - cean's wave still safe with The The germ of im-mor-tal - i - ty; 


2 e bo p P-a 


= —— rr 
-p—w--ww 


it 
rm 
Vers 
hy » 
TR 
| 
n 
udu 


- 
And calm and peaceful is my sleep... 


== 


E 


IN 
= 
is my sleop, Rock'd of the deep. 


NE a= Renee: 
er = 


= en —— E 
jm uma a 
And calm and peaceful is my sleep,...... Sock dca ithe Grandis! af the deep. 


Copyright, wcwrx, by Jerome H, Remick & Co., Detroit and New York. 


(11) 


HARK! I HEAR A VOICE. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


== 
5 


Way up in the moun-tain top, tip- top, 


| Hark! I hew a ve 


ae wd 
E $- 
ec 

| W 


d 
W 
ing down be ~ low... low. 


u-nite in love, 


- ly now we roll, we roll, we roll, we 


pow'rs a- bove, 


A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE. 


Words by EPES SARGENT. 
f Alloy 


(MIXED VOICES,) Music by HENRY RUSSELL. 


a 
| I" 
1 Á life on the o - cem A. home on the roll- ing Where the 
emoreon the deck.. Of my own swift-glid - ing Set sail! 
ie land is no lon-ger in i 


. ‘The clouds have be-gun to frown,, But with 
a 


ters rave,., And the winds their -els keep! Like an an - gel caged 
the Jand,.. ‘The gale fol fi a- baft: We shoot thro’ the sp 
« We'll say, let » storm come down! And the song of our hea 
= 


. On this dull, shore;.. give me the flash-ing brine, 
e an o - cean bind $ i. Like the o- cean bird, our home 
the winds and the - ters life on the heav-i 


Cnonus, 


spray and the tem- pest ronr!.. 


A home on the roll-i 
| find far out on the seal, 
| 


A home on the roll = ing 
A home on the roll - ing 
> 


A life on the o-c 
A life on the 0- c 
A life on the o- ce 


home on the bounding wave 


deep!,,. Where the scat - tered wa - ters rave;... And the winds their re: 


2- 
ee 
= 


vee 
vie 


DRINK 


TO ME ONLY WITH THINE EYES. 


(MIXED VOICES.) OLD ENGLISH AIR. 
BEN, JONSON. Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


P Con espress 
—N 


i Drink to me on - ly with thine eyes, and T will pledge with min 
2.1  sentihee late a ro - sy wreath, nob so much hon ’ring the 


kiss with-in the cup, and IM not ask for The 
| giv. ing it a . hope that there it could not with - ered But 


thirst that from the soul doth rise, doth ask a drink 
1 thou there . on did'st on - ly breathe, and send'st it 


But might I of love's nec - tar sip, — I would not change for thin 


Since when it grows and smells, I swear, not of it - self but thee.. 


= = 1 i 
x, by Jerome H. Remick & Co., Detroit and New York, 


04) 


Copyright, Mc» 


THE VACANT CHAIR. 


(Auxen VOICES.) 
Music by GEORGE F. ROOT. 
Andante con express 2 


9 
Pi 


| 
be 


shall meet, but we shall miss him, There will va- cant chair; We 
fire + side, and Jone-ly, Oft - en will som swell At re. 
y tell us wreaths of glo - v + er- more vi khis brow, But this 


lin + ger to ca-ress him, While we breathe out eve-ni a- go we 
mem-brance of the sto. ry, How our no - ble Wil-lie fell; rove to bear our 
soothes the an-guish on - ly, Sweep-ing o'er our heart-stri y -day, oh, ear- ly 


ae N. = dy. E M - 
= — = es 
a — —— orat E -e rs 
$ z pe = —— 35 
gathered, Joy was in: his mild blueeye, But a gold - en cord is sev-ered, 
| banner’ ‘Thro’ the thick- est of the fight, And up - hold our coun-try's hon -or, 
| fall -en, In thy green and nar-row bed, Dir. ges from the pine and cy- press 
| - tut T 
i = 2 = 
[77 ww 
Conus, 


And our hopes in ru.in lie, — We 
In the strength of man-hood'smight, We 
Mingle with the tears we shed. We shall 


a 
nm 


but we shall miss him, ‘There will 
but we shall miss him, There will 
but s him, There will 


be 


| ALS 
eza = 2 2 
I 


shall lin - ger to ca -ress him, When we breathe our evening pray'r. 
= 


r= 


a un) ae a 


HARD TIMES COME AGAIN NO MORE. 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


use in life 
ek mirth and 


æt us 


dT 
2. While we 


pleus-uro and count its man -y dens While we 
jean- ty and mu - sie light and gay, Ti 


E 


with the poor; song that will lin- ger for- 
ing at the door; Though their vole - es are si- lent, their 


all. sup sor 
frail forms fain 
© 


| 
$—$—. 
ev - er in our Oh! Hard Times, come a - gain 
plead -ing looks will Oh! Hard Times, come a - gain 
er E 
A k v 


ma A 
song, the sigh of the wea - ry; 
P ee; 
= 

days you have lin-ger’d a -round more, 

æ æ | af 
Coe oe =|] 
re aai — : 


8 There's a pale drooping maiden who toils her life away 
With a worn heart whose better days are o'er: 
‘Though her voice would be merry, 'tis sighing all the day— 
Oh! Hard Times, come again no more. —Cno, 


4 "Tis a sigh that is wafted across the troubled wave, 

lis a wail that is heard upon the shore, 

» dirge that is murmured around the lowly grave,— 
Oh! Hard Times, come again no more,—Cno. 
Copyright, meaux, by Jerome H. Remick & Co., Detroit and Ne 
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"THE OLD CABIN HOTIE. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


mp Moderato. ,, N 
Man cu = N—]— ar ee em zi 
i ee ee ee ee ses; 
B = = 
| IL am go -ing far a. way, Far  a-way to leave you now, To the 
2.I am going to leave this land, With.... this, our dark y 
| 3, When old comes on And my huir is turn 
e e 
dm ] 
"ES | 
er 
SSS | 
ee 
| Mis - sis-sip - pi val-ley I am go- ing; I will take my old ban - jo, 


trav - el all e wi world,... 0 = ver, P. .. when I get.... tired, 
all - lone;.... af Paes sit down by the fire, 


And Fl sing. this lit - tle song, A - waydown in my Old Cab - in Home, 

I will set - tle down to res down in my Old Cab - in Home. 

And TIl pass thetime a A - way down in ny Old Cab - in Home. 
x Fer 


Here is my Old Cab-in Home... Here is my sis - ter and my broth-er;... 


of my life, And my child the grave with its moth-er.... 


P Moderato, 


DO ‘THEY 


(MIXED 


VOICES.) 


MISS ME AT HOME. 


. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


" at home, 
2 When ^ twi-light ap-pronch 
3. Do they miss me at home, 


do they miss 
the se 


do they m 


niss me, 


At 


T'would be 
That 


an as- sur- ance most 
ev- er is sa-cred to 
morn- iung, nt moon, or at 


my 


- 
dear To know that mo - ment some loved 7 
| song, Does some one peat my name © - ver, And 
1 night? And lin - gers gloom - y shade round them That 
| B æ 
It E P 
| 4 e 
Il E 
| 
Ii x 
| N AE 
= e. —— 
= — = = 
say - ing, “I wish he were here.” To feel that thegroup at the fire - side Were 
sigh that I tar- ry so long? And is there a chord the mu - sic "That's 
on = ly pres-ence can light? And joys less in - vit-ing- ly wel - come, And 


think -ing of as I 
miss'd when my voice. is 
pleas - ures less hale than È 


roan 


hys 
And a 
Be - 


n; 


yes, ‘twould be j be-yond neus - ure To 
chord in euch heart that a - wak- eth... Re + 
cause -one is miss'd fromthe cir - cle, Be- 


* 
ine 


know that they miss at 
gret at my wen- ri- some 
cause I am with them no 


home,.. 
stay, 
more 
PS 


To 
Re - gret 
Be - cause 

æ. 


know that 


at 


H 


they miss me at home; 
my wea: vi- some stay? 
am with them no more? 


Aa 


8) 


ee eee Zr 
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THE OLD OAKEN 


BUCKET. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Moderato. 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


{ How dear 
*Uphe 


to this heart 


sents them to view!) f The wide-spread 


in - fan-ey knew; s (The cot of 


are the scenes of 
or-chard, the mead - ow, the deep tan-gled wild-wood; And ev 


my 


my child-hood, When fond ree - ol - lec - tion pre - 


- "ry loved spot whieh m 


pond, and (he mill that stood by it, 
fn- ther, the dai -~ ry -house nigh it, And 


bridge and 
| een the 


the rock where the cat - a- 


that hung in 


rude buck - et 


v 
rach fell; 1 mp. 
the. J 


well; 


bound Duck - et, The moss - 


buek - er that hung 


2 The moss-covored bucket I hailed as a treasun 
g from the field, 
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasur 
The purest and sweetest that nature can yie 
How ardent I seized it, with hands that were g 
And quick to the white. pebbled bottom it fell 
Then soon, with the emblem of truth overflowing, 
And dripping with coolness, it rose from the well. 
‘Tho old oaken bucket, the iron-bonud bucket, 
‘The moss-covered bucket arose from the well. 


For often at noon, when return! 


owing, 
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3 How sweet from the gi 


As, poised on the curb, it inclined to my lips! 
Nob a full-blushing goblet could tempt me to lenve it, 
Tho’ filled with the nectar that Jupit 
And now, far removed from the loved habitation, 
‘The tear of regret: will intrustively swell, 
As fancy reverts to my father’s plantation, 
id sighs for the bucket that hung in the well. 
"The old oaken bucket, the iron-bonnd bucket, 
The moss-covered bucket which hangs in the well. 


ips 


Detroit and New York, 


(19) 


HOME AGAIN. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Con moto moderalo, MARSHALL $5. PIKE. 


1. Home a-gain, home a- gain, From a for-eign shore, And oh, 
But oh, 
,And oh, 


2. Hap - py heurts,hap- py hearts With mine have langhed in 
3, Mu - sie sweet,mu-sie soft Lin - gers round the pla 


A e a: 1 


DE 
it fills my soul with 


the friends I loved in 
the child-hood 


joy To mee  myfriendsonee more, “Here — Idropped the part - ing tear To 
youth Seem hap -pi - er to me; And if —myguide should be the fate, Which 
charm That time can- not ef - fi Then give me but my home-steadroof, TIL 


cross the o - cean’s foam, But now Im once a - gain with these Who 
bids me lon - ger roam, But death a - lone ean break the tie That 
ask mo pal - ace dome, For I can live a lap -py life With 


kind - ly greet me home, Home gain, home 


From for - eign 


binds my heart to ho Home a - gain, home : From lor - eign 


those I love Home a. gain, home 


From for - eign 


shore, 


And, oh, it fills my soul wi joy. eet my friends once more. 


THE DEAREST SPOT IS HOME. 


W. T. WRIGHTON. 


(MIXED VOICES.) Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 
p Moderato. 
Ta | 
2 


- 
2— 


1, The dear - est spot on earth to me Is home, sweet home; The 
3, Evo taught my heart the way to prize My home, sweet home; I've 


n 
| fair - y -land Tvelonged to see Is home, sweethome. here how charm’d the 


eara'd to look with lov - er's eyes On home, sweet home. There where vows are 
— ji 


i 
: zs 
sense of Hear. ing, There where hearts are so ^ en-dear-ing, All the world is 
ira . ly plighted, There where hearts are so — u- nit- ed, All the world be- 


| not so cheer-ing As home, sweet home, "The dear - est spot on earth to me Is 
sides I've s t-ed For home, sweet home. The dear - est spot on earth to me Is 


LA 
" * wel TA 
home, sweet The fair - y-land I've longed to see Is home, sweet home. 


i 


== 
Fu i 
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1. When the 
2. When the corn is 


WHEN THE CORN IS WAVING. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


CHARLES BLAMPHIN. 


ij 
me by the stile— I * 
4 


An- nie dear, y 
ot love well tell, Be 


An- nie dear, 


hear thy gen-tle voice a- 
side the gen tle flow -ingsi 


ne 
in, And greet thy win-ning "The moon will be at 
eam That both our hearts know well. Where wild flow'rs, in. their 


ee 


——F=Fe pe i 


a Den 
& Sen 
Ss = a? ds 
full love, tars will bright-ly Oh, come, my queen of night,love, And.. 
| bean - ty cent the eve- ning ze; Oh, haste, the stars are peeping, And the 


grace 
moon 


the beau-teous 
be-hind the 


. When the corn is wav An-nie dear, Oh, 
aes, When the corn is wav-ing, An-nie dear, Oh, 


eet me by the 
et me by the 


e,— I hear 


thy gen - tle voice — a- gain, A 


ad greet thy win-ning smile. 


DO THEY THINK OF ME AT HOME. 


Words by J. E. CARPENTER. (MIXED VOICES.) Music by CHAS. W. GLOVER. 
Con espress, Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY, 


N T NC a NE ^N 
— + N Ss 
ee ee E E ie 
1. Do they think of me at I Do they ev er think of me? I who 
2. Do they think of me at eve? Of the songs I used to sing? Is the 
3. Do they think of how I loved © In my hap-py, ear -ly days? Do they 
e. - w- Am cms 
= a—% ee oi 
s- Eep pie = 
= E E 


shared their. e grief, gled in their glee? Have their hearts grown coldand 
Warp I struck un-touch’d,Does a stran - ger wake the string? Will no kind for 
| think of him who'came, But could nev - er win theirpr am hap - py 


strange To the one now doom'lto roam? I would give the world to know, “Do they 
word Comea-cross the rag - ing foam? Shall I ney - er cease to sigh, “Do they 
side, And from mine hell nev - er roam, But my heart will sad-ly ask, “Do they 


eg 


think of me at home?” I would give the world to know, “Do they thinkof me at home?” 
think of ; me at home?” Shall I nev - er cease to sigh, ‘Do they think of me at home?” 
think of me at home?" But my heart will sad-ly ask, “Do they think of. me at home?” 


ieee 
tg 
z 
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(MIXED VOICES.) 


WHEN THE SWALLOWS HOMEWARD FLY. 


FRANZ ABT. 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


NA No 
Sigg 
jo ute uf 


i. When the swal - lows home-ward fly, When the ros es scat-ter'd lie, When from 
2. When the white swansouth-ward roves, To seek at noon the or - ange groves, When the 
3. Hush, my heart! why thus com plain? Thou must, too, thy woes con-tain, ‘Though on 


nei - ther hill nor dale Chantsthe sil - wry night-in-gale; In these words my bleeding 

red tintsof the west Prove the sun has gone to rest; In these words my bleeding 

earth no more we rove, Loud-ly breath-ing words of love; Thou, my heart, must find re - 
> 


dolee. 


N 


pru 


E 


T =: 


rez 


When T, 
When I 


Would to th 
Vould'to thee 
Yield-ing to 


heart 
heart 
lief, 


its grief im - 
its grief im - 
these words be - 


thus thy im age 
thus thy im age 
see thy fom a 


Can T, ah, can I eer know re- pose, — Can 1, ah, can T eer know re- pose? 
Can I, al, can I e'er know re - pose, Can 1, ah, can | o'er know re- pose? 
Though to- day... we part a - gain, Though to day... we part a- gain. 
^ ^ n 
PS 
Bean 
Ges e fepe = = =: il 


I | H 


iur ie a 
inp T 
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FORSAKEN. 


(MIXED VOICES.) THOS, KOSCHAT. 
Arr, by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Lento. 


Bi 3 = 
u 
& x ? 
1, For-sa - ken, for- sa - ken, for -sa - ken am I; Like a stone in the 
2, A mound in the church-yard, that blos . soms hang o'er; It is there my love 


== Se] 
z 


| my bur + ied hopes lie; the ehureh-yard, my 
| sleep - eth, to was ken no "Pis there all my  foot-steps my 
| PLN ee —e e s EM —- 
s- Ps; et E i = | 
pd de | m ot »— —»—1 
i v l | ET! b 


nf 
== 


ns 


eyes fill’d with tears, And I weep there, oh, my love, loved for 
pas . sions all lead, And there my heart.turn - eth, I'm for - sa - ken, in- 
ri 


Em 
EE 


oh, my love, loved for years, 


And kneel- ing I weep 


deed; And there my heart turn - eth, I'm for - su - ken, in + deed. 


De p. De fe en NON £ 
eg 


he = = Hii p 


Con espress. 


ALICE, WHERE ART THOU? 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


FE 


1. The birds sleep 


9. The sil - ver 


ing gen - tly, Sweet Ly- ra gleam-eth bright;.. Her ; 
fall- eth now;.... 


Just as it 


rays tinge 


all things 


the for - est, And all seems glad - night The 
slept gen - tly, AW! AL = ie, where art thou? I've 


winds sigh 


sought thee 


ig by me Cool - ing my 


by lake. let, I've sought thee 


vv 
stream flows ns 


in the pleas - ant 


ev. er, Yet, Al + dee, where art thou? One year back — this 


wild - wood, When winds blew cold and chill; T'ye sought thee — in 
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ALICE, WHERE ART THOU? 


e - ven, Andthou wert by my side 


for - est, Tm look - ing heav'nward now,... 


thou wert by my side, Vow + = «+ ing ct to 

look - ing heav'n-ward now; Oh, there "mid the 

= | | 
pie ee 


love me; 


r - shine, 


One year past this e- ven, Andthon wert by my side, 


T've sought thee in for-est, I'm look - ing heav'n-ward now; 


eer might be » tide. 


I 


Vow - - ing fo love me, Al-iee what - 


art thou, 


E 


know, 


star shine, Al 


. there a - mid the 


Andante. 


OLD BLACK JOE. 


STEPHEN C. FOS! 
(Nixkp. Voices.) Arr. by GEORGE RO: 


Gone are 
Why do 
Where are 


the days ` when my 
vp when my 
the hearts once so 


art was young and 
wt should feel no 
and so 


Gone are my 
Why do 1 
The chil dren, so 


.— 


friends 


from the 


cot - ton - fields from the’ earth te a 
ome not - ing for forms now de- 
to the shore where my 


sigh that my frien 
dear, that I held up- on 


| 
| i I | 
u Z—52— 
i bet ter land I know, I ; “Old Black Joe!" 
i part ed le - got s c g, “Old Black Joe!" 
| soul has go, 1 hear their gen -tle voie es eall-ing, “Old Black Joel” 
Im con eom — ing, For my head is bend. ing — low; 
pe 
€ D 
[E 
D 


aent those gen.» len vol es? ilemi s tg "Old Black Joy 
e = - 
= nn, z £ — H 
== —— z 
Tm ie” eer ieee 
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LONG, LONG AGO. 


THOMAS HAYNES BAYLEY. 
Art. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


| 1, Tell me the tales that to me were so dear, Long, long a go, Long, long a - go; 
2 Do you re mem ber tbe path where we met, Long, long a- go, Long, long a - go; 
3. Though by your kind -ness my fond hopes were raised, Long, long a go, Long, long a - go: 


| Sing me the songs I de light ed to hear, Long,long a go, long a 
| Ah, yes you told me you ne'er would for get, — Long,long a - go, long à 
| You by more el - o quent lips have been prais'd, Long DIUI te 


| Now you are come, all my grief is removed, Let me for-get that so long you have roved, 
‘Then, to all oth. ers my smile yon pre-ferrd, Love, when you spoke, gave a charm to each word, 
But by long ab-sence your truth has been tried, Still to your ae-cents I list - en with pride, 


EE = 


e 


| Let me be- lieve that you love 
Still my heart treasures the prai 


you loved 


, Long long a go, long a 
I heard, Long,long x go, long a 


Blest as I was when I sat by your side, Long, loi go, long ^ 
" 2. g 

8 

SP ear 

nt w— 
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ROBERT BURNS, 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Moderato. 


-4 


2 


i 


John, When na-ture f 
John, Ye 
John, When we were first. ac 


Jo, 
Jo, 
Jo, 


To 
I 


Your locks 


der 
dei 


An- 
An- 
Ane 


. John 
John 
John. 


- son, 


my 
-son, my 


wore my f 


quaint, 


try her can- 
think nae sh 


were like the 


John An- Jo, John, We've clamb the hills the-gith - er, And mo-ny acan-ty 
-iri 
el H 


P al 4 
E er 
hand, John, Her mas - ter work was man; And you  a-mang them a’, John, Sae 
own, John, I loed ye ear and late;  Theysay yereturn-ing auld, John, And 
ra-ven, John, Your bon -nie brow was brent; But now yourbrow is bald, John, Your 
John, We'vehad wi’ ane a - nither; Now we maun tot -ter down, John, But 
o- -#-* be- æ Ao» | | 
eie thee xf. E fe, 
i sss E = 
— p 


hand in hand well go, And sleep the-gith-er at the foot, John An - der-son, 


é zzi 
5 qe .— 
TER 
trig frae tap to toe, Ye proved to be nae jour-ney work, John Anderson, my Jo. 
what tho’ it be so?  YouTeaye the same guid man to me, John An - der-son, my Jo. 
locks arelike the snow, Yet blessings on your frost-y pow, John An - der-son, my Jo. 


my Jo. 


ES 
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FORTY-NINE BOTTLES. 


Allegro. 


SCR 


re 


=. 


es 


For-ty-nine bot-tles 


hanging on the wall, 


For-ty-nine 


bot-tles 


Ro 


me 


ke 


Wet 


Se 


SS 


xx 


t 


Take one. 


werfen lerne) 


‘To return by the same route, 


Forty-eight hot-tles hanging on the wall. 


* Add one bottle to them all,” 


q 


Foi 


eight bottles, ete. 


SALLY IN OUR ALLEY. 


(MIXED VOICES.) Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 
N —— 
z jaN 4 == 
at 
| 1. Of all the girls... that are so smart, ‘There's uone like pret - ty Sal ly; She 
2. Of all the day that's in the week, I  dear-]ly love but one day, And 
8. When Christinus e es a - bout a-gain, Oh, then 1 shall have mon - ey! ru 


is the dar - - ling of my heart, And she lives down in our al - ley; There's 
that's the day that comes be-twixt The.... Sat -ur - day and  Mon-day; For 
hoard it up,...... and box and all, Til... give it to my  hon-ey; Oh, 


Ae 
= 


p 


—* 


not a ln - dy in the land Thatis half so sweet as 
then Pin dress’ all in my best, To... walk a- broad with 
would it were ten thou- sand pounds! Id... give it all to 


Sul - ly: 
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Moderato, 


COME BACK TO ERIN. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 
Mrs. C. BARNARD (CLARIBEL). 


mS i—i a 
(ga ea SS a 


1, Come back to E - rin, 
c ver the greon sea, 


8. Oh, may the an - gels 


Ma-vour - neon, 
Ma-vour - 


o 


wak - in’ 


Ld 

Ma-vour-neen, Come back, A-roon, to the 
en, Ma-vour-neen, Long shone the white sail that 
and sleep-in’ Watch o'er my bird in the 


land of 
bore thee 
land far 


Come 
Rid - 
And 


with 
ing the white waves that fair 
it's my prayrs will con - sign to 


the sham rocks and spring-time, Ma-vour - neen, 
sum - mer morn - in’, 
their keep - in’, 


P p- ps 


g—s* 
FEES 


p- 


N ES 
== EE zu =S 


Care of my jew - el 


And it’s Kil-lar - ney shall ring with our mirth. Sure, when we lent ye 


by night and by day. When by tho fire-side 


3 ae 


to beaw- ti - ful England, 
Just like a May-flow’r a- float on the bay. Oh, but my heart sank when clouds came between us, 


I watch the bright em-bers, 
s- 


epe 


et —e- 


ar z 
w———— P 


w 
IUE P 


FOU BEY 


Je 
el 


Lit - tle we thought of the lone  win- ter days, Lit - tle we thought of the 
Like a gray cur- tain, the rain  fall- ing down, Hid from my sad eyes the 
Then all my heart flies to Eng - land and thee, Orav- in’ to know if my 
5 P 
= e 
pee = 
Ld - 
= = 


Ro 
Z= 


hush of the star- shine 
path o'er the o - cean, 
dar - lint re- mem --bers, 


ver the monn - tain, the 
far a- way, where my 
if her thoughts may be 
Ar f Mr P- 


bluffs and the brayst ‘Then 
Gol = leen had flown, Then 
cross. in’ to me, Then 


= = 


eas 


yer 


me 


Z = = 


T w— 


COME BACK 


Animalo. 


TO ERIN. 


thy birth, 
E 


molto 


ie 


eren. 


en 


COMIN' THRO' THE RYE. 


(AXED YOICES.) 


ROBERT BURNS. 


Air: “The Miller's Daughter.” 


Lively. N 
t : N N 
aS xx hee | 
re a x fe ee 
Lit a bod-y meet i thro’ the rye, — H a bod-y 
ZU a bod-y meet in’ frae thetown, — If a bod-y 
3. Amang the train there is y love my- 
epee ZS 
» = — te 
L4 | 


Cuorus, 


a 
Ned a 


greet : y 
din 


where's his hamo, 


bod - y 


= na choose to 


Nano, they say, ha'e Yet 


a 


pepe 


= 


LOVE'S OLD SWEET SONG. 
(MIXED VOICES.) ts Xi 
Andante, Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. | 
m mamm, ma A a 
Eu EN =! f 
pcs. c.a EL | 
the dear, dead days be-yond re - call, When on the world the D 
ven to-day we  hearlove'ssong of yore, Deep in our hearts it 
^N 
a> 
a 
| a 
| 
» 
| rr 
| } 
mist be- gan to Ti Out of the dreams that rose in hap- py throng, \ 
dwell for ev - er - Foot-steps may fal - ter, wea-ry grow the way, | 
| 


Low to our heartslove sang ^an old sweet song; And in the dusk, where 
Still we can hear it at the close of day; So to the end when 
: e- 


the twi-light gleam, Soft - ly it wove it - self i d 
dim shadows fall, Love will be found the sweet-est song Wr | 


* twi- light, when the lights are 
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LOVE'S OLD SWEET SONG. 


soft - ]ycomeand go, softly go, Tho’ theheurt be we 


Still s a twi - light, Comes love's old song, 


ey 
EL 
a 


HOW CAN I LEAVE THEE! 


(MIXED VOICE: 


P Andantino. 
1 


zba {| jT EET 
AS == Er SS Sa I E I 
| os es 2 DT I — === 3— 
1. How can I leave thee! How can I from thee Thou "on - ly 
| 2% Blue is a flow - "rt Called the “For - get - me - Wear it up- 


ll 3, Woud I a bird were! Soon at thy side to Fal - con mor 


rm cg etcacac ut e 
| Er ese z 
i i 


poene 
a 


t 

hast my heart, Sis - ter, be - lieve, Thou hast this soul of B, So close-ly 
on thy he And think of mel Flow » ’ret and hope may die, Yet love with 
hawk would fear, Speed-ing to thee, When by the fow- ler slain, 1 at thy 
re E 
? -E—EE—E E 
re E 

Ze $ 


bound to thine, No oth - er can I love, Save thee a- lone! 

us shall » That can- not pass n - way, Sis ter, be- lieve. 

feet should Thou sad - ly shouldst com - plain, Joy - ful I'd diet 
ke 2 e : 


ext 
vp 


=== 


Words by ROBERT BURNS. 
) Andante con moto. ga, 


AFTON. 


Music by J 


E. SPILMAN. 
I 


1. slow gon - tly, 

2. How loft - y, 

3, Thy crys- tal stream, Af - ton, 
5 


how] 


A a- mang thy 
sweet Af-ton, thy neigh-bor 


ove-ly it 


hills, 
glides, And winds by the 


vgen-ty, PN 
Far marked with the cours 


sing th 


cot where my 


song in thy 
clear wind-ing rill 
Ma - ry re- sid 


sa 


- sleep. by 
wan-der, as 


mom 
a-ters her snow -y 


thy mur-mur-ing stream, Flow gen-tly, sweat 
- ses high, 
fect lave, As 


My flocks and, my 
gath-'ring sweet 


=== 


ES 


L 


| 
Af - ton, dis- turb not her 
Ma - ry’s sweet cot in my 
flow'r-ots, she stems thy elear 


dream, Thou stock-dove, whose ech - o 


eye. 
war 


How pleas-ant thy ban! 
tly, sweet Af - ton, 


| Flow gen - 


and green 


re - sounds from the 
val -leys be- 
a- mang thy green 


£ 
z 


hill Ye 


Flow gen- tly, sweet 


wild whist-ling blac! 
Where wild in the woo 


lar 
-0 


birds in — yon 


nds the 


r, the theme of 


thorn - y 
prim - ros - 


den, 
blow! 
my lays: 


Thon green-crest - ed 
There oft, as mild 
My Ma- rys a. 


sereaming for - 


lap- wing, thy 
s o- ver the 


eve - ning creo 
sleep by thy 


p- 


mur-mur-ing si 


bear, 
lea, 
eam, 


I chargo you, dis-turb not 


The swi t-ed 
Flow gen-tly, s 


my slum-ber-ing fa 


birkshadesmy Ma - ry and m 


ect Af - ton, dis - 


turb not her 


= 


ae 
= 


SSE 


ii 


te 
| 


THEN YOU'LL REMEMBER ME. 


BALFE. 
Andante cantabile, Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY, 


i 


we 


lips and oth - er hearts Their tales of love shall tell, In 
of de - ceit shall slight The beauty now they prize, And 


When cold - ness 


lan - guage whose ex - cess im - parts he pow? they feel so well, There 


g s E y 
deem it but a fad - ed light Which beams within — your s When 


= T 
ee 
2 x Eroen — 
TT imm. 
may, per- haps, in such a scene - lee - tion be. ot 
hol - low hearts shall wear a mask r OWnh.... to — see In 


days that have as hap 


And you'll re 
such a — moment I... 


That you'll re 


And you'll re - 
That you'll re - mem-ber, 


- mem 
you'll re - mem - ber 


s Ue 
Diese 
te X: 2 
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WITHIN A MILE OF EDINBORO'. 


Arr. by GEORGE RO: 


Moderato. 


1,’Twas with-in... a.. mile of bo - ro'town, In the ro - sy... time of the 
Jock-ie  was.. a.. wag that nev-er wad... wed, Though lang he had — fol-lowd the 
But... when he vowed he wadmake her his bride, Tho! his and..  herds’were not 


Sweet flow - ers bloom'd, and the .down, And each shepherd woo'd his 
Con - tented she earn’dandate her brown bread, And mer - ri-ly turn "dupthe gras: 
kiss be - side, Andvow'dshe'dforev - er be 


grass was. 


She gie’dhim her hand and a 


Bon - nio Jockie, blithe and gay, Kiss'd young Jennie making li The Ins - sie blush'd, and frowning oried, “ Na, 
Bon nie Joekie, blithe and free, Won her heart right me: Yet still she blush’d, and frowning cried, ** 
Bon - nie Jockie, blithe and free. Won her heart right me: ; At kirk she no more frowning cried, “ N: 
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"E 


| 


a ee 


WITHIN 


A MIL 


OF EDINBORO’. 


= 


>= 


it win-na do; I can- 


With expression, 


ER TUM, 


ma, ean-na, win-na, 


ROBIN ADAIR. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


win- na, 


maun-na bue 


Scottish Melody. 


1, Whatsthis dull town to me? What wast I wish'd 

2. What made th'as- sem « bly shine A e What made the ball so fine? 

3. But now thou'rt cold to me, A. But now thon'rt cold to me, 
e e P e- o e 


hear? 
Rob - in... was. there; 
Rob - in... A dair, 


Where's all the — joy 
What, when the play 
Yet him I lov'd 


and mi 
was o'er 


well, 


What 


so Still 


madi 


1, That made this town 


heav'n on earth? Oh, — they're 
heart so sore? Oh, it. 
heart shall dw Oh, s 


all.. fled with thee, 
was part -ing with 
can ne'er for - get 


Rob - A 
Rob - A 
Rob - A 


CHARLES KINGSLEY. 


Andantino. 


. Three 
Three 
Three 


fish 
wives 
corp 


æ 


SS = 


ee 
in to the west us 
trimmed the lamps 
morn ing gleam 


THREE FISHERS. 


(IXED. VOICES.) JOHN HULLAH, 
==; 

- ing the west, Out..." 
the house tow'r, And they 
tlie sands, In the 
= i 
es 


a 
3 = 
went down; Each tho't on ihe wom - an who 
the sun wentdown; ‘They  lookedat the squall and they 
the tide went down; Andthe wom-en are weep -ing and 


loved him the 1 
looked at the 
wring -ing their hands, For ... 


men 
men 
men 


must 
must 
must 


work, 


work, 


work, 


and 
and 
and 


iz: € z 
the chil - dren stood watch -ing them out of the town; For 
the nigbt-rack came roll - ing up, rag-ged and brown; But 
those who will nev - er come back to the town; For 


`A o 
iE 


and 


wom - en must weep, lit - de 
wom -en must storms and 
wom -en must w soon - er the. 


the har bor bar.. be mom - 
the har - bor bar.. be moam - 
good - by to the barand its moan 


THERE'S MÜSIC IN THE AIR. 


XED VOICES. GEORGE F. Y 
Moderato con moto. (Cres Tono) GEORGE F. ROOT. 


dal 
dal 


CE 


» When the in-fant mornis nigh And faint its blush is seen.. 


ie in . When thenoontide'ssul-try beam Re-flects a gold-en light.. 

io in . When the twilight's gen-tle sight Is lost on eve-ning’s breast 

oe e red 

cutem Bere re = 
ı ii ee 


pe ete peepee Fle: 


1mf 2p | 
> a 


4 
- 
s. 


A 5 ara | 
| On. the bright and laugh-i Ma - nya hurps ec - stat- je sound, With its thrill of 
| On the dis -tant moun-tain stream, When: be-neath som ful shade Sor-row's ach-ing 
| As its pen-sive beau-ties die Then © then the loved onesgone Wakethe pure ce- 


es 


FRE 


joy pro- found, While we list en'- chant-ed there To the mu- sie in the air, air. 
head is laid Sweet to the  Spir-it there GQ isthe mu- sie in the air. air. 
les - tial song, volé - es; greet us thereIn the mu- sic in the air. air. 


Im 


THREE BLIND MICE. 


(ROUND IN THREE PARTS.) 


Be 


— 
Three blind mice, Three blind mice, See how they runt See how they run! They 


=e Sea 
2 . ot at Pe 
„rn a Poe 
all ran aft - er the farm -evs wife; Sheeut them in two with 1 


w T 
hear such a tale in your life, A- bout three blind n 


(41) 


heart. 


THE BRIDGE. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Music by M. LINDSAY. 


ihe bridge 


was 


hot 


at mid - night, As the clocks were strik - ing the 


and rest- less, And my life was full of... 


| E —R— 


And the moon rose 
And the bur - den 


ver the cit- y, Be - 
laid up- on me, 


(S E 
dark church. tow'r; 
could bear. 


hind... the 
Seom'd greaber than I 


hour, 
care, 
= te 
Ez === 


2 Elbe zeit 
s pje s y 
E tee 


used ne, — 
ee z ı 3. x =| | 


wa - ters rush- ing — — 
fall - 


A- mong the wood - en 
en from me, It is bur- ied in the 


A flood 


And on - 


of. 


ly 


thoughts came 
sor - row of 


<5} 
eyes, . 


That filled my 
s its shad- ow o 


oht 
cross 


how 
the 


days that are gone by, 


bridge with wood - en 


oft - en, In the 


riv - er, On its piers, 


How oft - 
when-ev - 


THE BRIDGE. 


I had stood on that br at mid-night, And... gazed on that wave and sky! 
Like the o - dor of brine from the o- cean, Comes the thought of... — oth er. years, 


oh! how . n e la . that had gone 
And for -ev + and for - ev - em 5 e riv- er flows, 


on that bridge at — mid-night, And on that wav 


heart As 


the has sions, as ife 


t- em... coll... how oft --e I — had wished that the ebb - ing tide 


The moon and its bro-ken re - flee - tion, And its 


ows... shall ap pear 


e—a 


z 


- way on its bos-om, O'er the o - cean wild and wide! 


Would bear mo 


r 
As tho sym- bol of in Heav-en, And its wav.er-ing im - age here. 


THE HEART BOWED DOWN. 
BA 
Arr. by GEORGE RO: 


1. The heart bowed down by weight of woe, To weak - est — hope 
3. The mind will — in its worst de- i 


will 
pon - der o'er the.. 


thought and im - pulse while they flow, 
mo - ments of de - light that were 


That 


beau - That sth A=. OL era RO ass 


SS 

those ex cit - scenes will blend, 

last; To long de - part- years ex- tend, 
ae 


pleas - path - + way thrown; But mem - 
vis - with.. theim flown; For mem - 


- * 
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THE HEART 


BOWED DOWN. 


own, That grief can 


= 


call its own 


CE ce 
= 


2 


SOLDIER'S FAREWELL. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Andante moderato. 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY, 


—— N — 

Zn ee f 
N-. — = 

* i; z ze ses 

Per oo BE — ecc 

| 1. How cm I bear to leave thee? One part - ing kiss I give thee; And 
I 9. Ne'er more may I be- hold thee, Or to this heart en - fold thee; With 
| 3.1 think of thee with long- ing, Think thou, when tears are throng-ing, That 
2 T . e 

Y =| 

ee A = 


falls 
glane - 
sigh - 


be - 
- non 
faint 


what 
and 
my 


then me, go 


see 
whis 


t 
L2 


p 
lust 


ing, 


where hon - 


or calls 


my own 


- well, 


my own true 
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Words by EDWIN THOMAS. 


A WARRIOR BOLD. 


(MIXED VOICES.) Music by STEPHEN ADAMS, 


Con spirito. 


U 
- ons held their sway 
mor bright, Went gui-ly to the fray, 


days of old, when knights were bold, And ba 
this brave knight,in ar 


A — war-rior boid, with 
Ho fought the fight, but 


spurs of ri-dy dis yss... Sang mer- yi 


ere the , His soul had pass'd a - - His sou 


plight-ed rig he 


mng and. fa 


love hath gold-en hai nd eyes 


s erush'd, and wet with gor 


so blue, and heart so true, That 
he died, he bravel ried, I've 


ul | 
none with her com-pare, So death be nigh, PN live for love or die, So 
kept the vow L swore, So death be nigh, l've fought for love and die, So 


what care I, death be 


though. (Omit. .. 


though nigh, I'll li 


what care T, ..) death be 


nigh, Ive 


Bibl, Jag: 


A WARRIOR BOLD. 
———— ad lib, ral. edim. 


for love, I've fought for love,......  T'vefoughtfor love, For love, 


THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 


Words by THOMAS MOORE. (MIXED VOICES.) 


Andante. 
= 


- 
ii 

e 
Left bloom + ing p All her love ly com « 
To pine on the , Since the lo: 
When friend -ships de - cay, And from love's shin - ing 


= 
= 


W 


Dis the last r 
TH not leave the 
So 


are 


ed and gone; No flow - er of her kin- dred, 
thou with t Thus kind + ly seat - ter 
drop a - way; When true hearts 2 with + ered, 


] rose-bud is nigh,..... To re-fleet back her blushes, give sigh for sigh. 
| leaves o'er the — bed Wherethymatesof the — gar-den scent - less and dead, 
| fond ones are flown,.... Oh, who would in - hab-it ^ "This bleak... world a-lone? 


Nı Ny 


MY MOTHER'S OLD RED SHAWL 


(MIXED VOICI 


Moderato, 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


| 1. It now ì "on the shelf, it i m 
2. Oh, my heart oft - en ach with V dull throb 
3. Oh, how bright - ly her face to my mem 


and torn, That 
bing pain, When 
ap- pears, — That 


é si 
Í dear old shawl by moth - or "Tis all that is left for this 
child-hood vi- sions come a And sad . ly 1 think of the 
face, so dear to  child-hood's years, How sweet sounds her voice, with a 
Lm Ege 
; = j 
= 


= | 
»— 2 rt 
heart to a-dore, To bring to mind those hap. py days of y 
days that are past, Too joy- ous and too beau. ti. ful to last 
ea + dence of love, — "Phoughnow'tis tuned to melo- dies a - bov 


How oft 


en the hands to these folds have | been p That 

Oh, fond, Jove - ly ehild-hood, made bright by the smile of 

For life glides a- way like a tale that is told, But 
— 


ra 


— 
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s Detroit and New York. 


one who 


joys of child-hood ne 


MY MOTHER'S OLD RED SHAWL, 


The tears come un-bid-den and 

How glad - ly Td fly from the 

And vi- sions of moth 
— 


neath the 


e love could e 


si - lent - ly fall, To gleam like gems on moth-ers old red shawl! 
world’s bit - ter thrall, To seek the heart that throbb’d beneath this shawl 


dear 


I see her old red shaw) 


to us all, Come baek when. 


CHORUS. 
A 
€x >= == fs 


ful no more, yet I fond 


ure to me, That lit- tle old red shawl my moth 


TAKE BACK THE HEART. 
an) Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Moderato. 


1. Take back the heart that thou gav - est, Wiat is mine an-guish to "Take back the i 
2. Then when at last o - ver - ta - ken, Time flings its fet. ters o'er .. Comewith a 


- 
free-dom thou erav - est, Leav-ing the fet - ters Take back the vows thou hast 
trust still un - sha - ken, Comeback a cap-tive to Comeback in sad-ness or 
^ 
| NUS na : - p- p- o- 


sor - row, Once more my dar- ling to Come as of old, love, to bor- row 


eww iré 
spok- en, Flingtkem a- side and fe frees. Smileo'er each pit- i. ful to ken, 
bi 


n the storm-cloud and 
ng no more to be 


free... When on her world-wen - pin - ion, Flies back my lost love to me... 
jx 


T 
| flee... Swift. ly thro’ strifeand con - fu - sion, Leav-ing the bur-den to me, 


WOODMAN, SPARE THAT TREE. 


1 Words by GEORGE P. MORRIS. (MIXED VOICES.) Music by HENRY RUSSELL. 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Touch not a bough; 

i Its — glo - ry nown, 

| 8. When but an i - dle I sought its grate- ful shade; 

d 4. My — heartstrings round thee Close as — thy bark, old friend! 
j ) : DS 


: 1, Wood - man,.. spare that 
2. That old fam - i - liar 


| CAS 

In youth it shel- tered And TO pro- tect it now; 

Are spread o'er land and And would’st thou hew it down? 
1 In all their gush - ing Here, too, played ; 
| Here shall — the wild - bird And still bend, 

"n = £f # 
e = : 

| 
| 
| == 


"was my fore- fa - thors hand... That placed it near his cot, 
Wood - man for - bear thy stroke! Cut not its earth- bound ties; 
My moth - er kissed me My fa . ther pressed my hand, 


old tree, the storm thou'lt bravi And wood - man, leave the spot; 


There, wood - man, let it stand,.. axo CRM ham it — noth 
Oh, spare that a gel one tow "ring to the skies, 
For - give this fool - ish : lt that old oak stand! 
While Tve a hand to axe shall harm it not! 
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GIRL | LEFT BEHIND ME. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


| Moderalo. Arr. by GEORGE ROS! 
`~ 


3 
r 


v 


lonc- some since I cross'd the — hill, the moor 
ne'er shall I for- get the nigi s were 

bee shall hon -ey taste no mor be - 
mind her form shall still re - tain, ing or 


in wak - ing, 


EE 


v 


Such heav - y thoughts my heart do fill, Since part- ing with my Sul - ly; 
| And ‘gen -tly lent their sil - vry light, When first she vowed she loved me, 
"The dash » ing waves shall cease t Ere shes to me a stran - ger; 
Un » til I see my love a - For whom my heart is break - ing, 


=: 


Ve 


fine and gay, each does but re - mind me 
| But now I'm bound to  Brigh-ton camp, Kind Heav'n, may fa - vor find me, 
| The vows we've reg- is - terd a- bove Shall ev - er cheer and’ bind me, 
it ev- e ^ should see the day When Mars shall have re - signed me, 

| = 
| A 2- 


e 


T seek no more the 


E 
e 
Fe 


pas a oway 
ate -ly back a - gain 
If In — eon. stan- to her T dove 
| For ev. er - mom TI dad ly stay 


I've left 


be - hind 
be hind 
be . hind 
be - hind me. 
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THE PRETTY GIRL MILKING HER COW. 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


9 Andante moderato, 
p ante modera fy 


1. "Twas on a brightmorn-in’ in sum -m That I first heard his 
have not the man-ners or gra- ce Of the 
3. The sum-mer has yield-ed to au- t » And the 


voice spak 
the world whe 
and elo - ve 


As he said to  col-leen be-side him Who's that 
I.....) have not their beau- ti - ful fa - ces But,.. 
And the cat - tle come home from the pas - tures, Then . 


Fs" 
Öhl.... man - y times oft - en ye 
If it plase ye TI dress me in 
Sure your love will not fade like the 


her cow 
can love 
in - dade 


== 


And told me tha T should be., m Your 
And jew - els T] my But 
But ev - er your col- len will Your 


x — 
met me; 
sat - in, 
sum - mer 


dar - ling A - cush-la A - lan - Ma- vour-neon, A - sui -lish Ma 
| och! don't be af -ther for - got Your pur - ty girl milk-ing her 
| dar- ling A-oush-la A - fon - Ma - vour-neen, A - suj -lish Ma 
os 
Jey: fe = 
Zn i 


Copyrig 
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Andante moderato. 


LAST NIGHT. 


HALFDAN KJERULF. 
Arr. by GEOGRE ROSEY 


| 1, Last night 
I' think 


Ob, think 


the night-in-gale woke me, Last night when all was stil sang in the 
of you in the day time, I dream of you by nights... wake and would 
not I can for you; E could not tho’ I — would;.. see you in 


al) --- 


| 
gold- en moon - light, From out, wood - land hill T o- pen'd my 
you were here, love, And tears è binding my sight. I hear a low 5 
all ac round me, The stream night, the wood, The flow - ers that 
| Ga 
| = - q 
1 
| -C 
| ——— | 
sr NE = = 
EE e = 
B m Es Eis 
win - dow so gen - tly, I look’d on the dream - ing dew, And | 
breath in the lime - tree, ‘The wind... is float - ing through, And 
slum ber so gen tly, The stars, a - bove the blue;. . Oh! 


the 
the 


oh! 
oh! 


henv'n it. - 


bird, my sing «ing, sing-ing of you, of 
night, my sigh - ing, sigh-ing for you, for | 
self, my pray ing, pray-ing for you, for 
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GOOD-BYE SWEETHEART. 


(MIXED VOICES ) J. L. HATTON, 


| 

| - 
| The bright stars fade, the morn is break-ing, The dew-drops pearl each bud..- and leaf; And 
| 2. The sun is up, the lark is soar-ing, Loudswellsthe song ‘of chun - ti- eleor; And 


| 
l from thee my leave am tak- ing, With bliss too brief, with bliss too brief, with 
lev - 'ret bounds o'er earth's soft floor - ing, Yet I am here, yet I am here, yet 
ote 
A te «. OE 
i 
ti pea 


— 
g- 
g a 
too brief. How sinks my heart with fond a-larms, The tear is hid ing 
am here. For since night's gems from heay’n did fade, And morn to flo - ral 


tme fromthinearms, Good-bye, sweet-heart, good-bye! Good - 
swect-heart, good - bye! Good - 


" 
For time doth thn 
I could not leave thee,though I said, Good: 


in mine 


byes 
said, Good-byı 


{-heart, good-bye, 
t-heart, good-bye. 


could not leave thee, though I 


m te e pee 
a 
ER ie zx 


Tesla 


a ao 


Andante, 


F, SILCHER. 


1 L... know.. not what it pre - sa 


A le + 


gend of for - mer a - 
Bin Mar Z 


chen aus al - ten 


weiss nicht was soll es be- deu + ten, 


ges 
len, 


That E sud... 
Dass ich... so trau = 


to + day;.. 


not from my 
kommt 


thonghts 
mir nicht aus dem 
N 


a - Way... 
Sinn.. 


cool and it dar 
ist kühl und dun 


The Rhine flows calm- ly on: 
Und ruh - ig flù 


e perk of th» moun - tain spar 
r Gip - fel des Ber + ge fun 


I 
eve - ning sun... 
schein, 


= = 
In the glow of the 
bend -son - nen - 


a ea 
| IN = 
| | | 


2 The most beautiful maid is reclining 
On the cliff, so wondrous fair; 
Her glorious ve shining, 
She is comt i 
With a golden comb Ma 
And sings u song the 
‘That thrills with it 
And powerful melody. 


3 It seizes with wilde 

The boatman, entr 

He sees not the treacherous breakers, 
He gazes alone on the cliff, 

And soon will the waves engulf them, 
Both boat and boatman strong, 

For thus in her toils hath she bound them, 
The Loreley with her song. 


2 Die schönste Jungfrau sitzet ) 

Dort oben wunderbar 

Ihr gold'nes Geschmeide Milzet 
Sie kämmt sich ihr goldenen Hoar 

Siw Kkümmt ex mit gold nem Kamme 
Uud singt ein. Lied dabei 

Das hat eine wundersame A 
Gewalt'ge Melodei. 


einem Soh 
if wildem W 

Er schaut nicht die Felsenr 
Er schaut nur hinauf in die Hl. 

Ich glaube die Wellen verschlingen, 
Am Ende Schiffer unt 

Und das hat mit ihrem Singen j 
Die Lorelei gethan, 


n's ru- in'd shrine os 
can charm the eye With such bright aud 


for Ech - o dwell: Makes each sound a 


- er fond- ; Bounteous na-ture loves all lands; 
s float- s - tle Lough and Gle-na bay, 
oi - ders or gin there the green grass grows, 
it faints in ecs- ith the charmful tints be - low, 


Woodland dells, 
ne'er de- cline, 
you pass by 
cho - 


Foot-prints leaveson ma-ny strands; But her home 
; Still at Mu you must pray, | Tho’ the monks ai 
- tal day; Bright-hued ber daf the snows, Smiling win - ter 


bove to vie; All rich col-ors that we know, Tingethecloud-wreaths 


Tore and 
Ev - "ry morn spi 
Seems the Heav'n a 


eo 
28 
E 
EL 
3 
p 
ES 


ingsand rest In that E - den of 

would fain pro-long 
it W ~ don were 

~ing back soft light di- vine, 


sure + ly 
now at 
frown a - 
in K that s 


An - gels fold their 
A els won-der nob that man The 
An - gols oft - en paus -ing there, — Dou 
Wings of am - gels so might shine, Glanc 


Beau - ty's home, Kil A v- er fair 
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f: 
E 


mf Con spirito. 


ST. PATRICK'S DAY. 


BARRY. 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Oh! blest be 
Her scep - tre, 
Oh! blest. be 


TO 


the days when the Green ban-ner float-ed, Su 
a - las! passed a- way to the stran-ger, 
the hour when he by her can-non, 


b- the moun-tains of 


And - son sur + ren-der'd what 


it rose by a 


ree In- nis- fail, Whenher sons to her -y and -dom de - 
val- or he held, But. true hearts re-main’d & - mid ness nnd 
na - tion’s ap - plause, That ihe 5 of Dun: 


fed the in - va- der to her soil. When back o’er the main they chas’d the Dane, And 
spite of her not. bequell'd. Oft, oft, thro’ the night flash'd gleams of light, Which 
sert - ing for I - vish Laws, Once more shall it wave, o'er he as brave, De 
ze- N 
(Sm — * 
Doe 


LA 


=== EB See 


== we 


= 
dE 


I 
ud 


lig - ion and 
dar 1 
da 


ne of 


dis - pell'd; But 
who mock at her cause, And 


When val- or and mind, to- 
h 


a star now is 
like broth- ers a - 


Ez = SS 
gave to re- lig - 
al - most the dark - ne: 
spite of the 8 


But 
Not. 
Her 


er the 


glo - ries de - part - ed? Her 
fit - ful- ly dart. ed, But 
glo - vies do- part - ed; No 


(98) 
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ST. PATRICK'S DAY, 


s 


| star shallshine out with as vivos id ar~ ray, For ne'er had she chil- dren 
i long to shinedownwith its hal- low-ing yay, On dangh-ters as — fair, 
I lon - ger in de - spond. ing will stay, But join in the cause like the 


=== 


and true. heart - ed Than those she now sees — on Pat - riek's day. 
| as true. heart + ed As E - rin be- holds on Pat . riek's day. 
and true-heart- ed Who rise for their rights on Pat - day. 


GAILY THE TROUBADOUR. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


THOMAS HAYNES BAYLEY. 


1. Gai - ly the Trou-ba-dour tonch'd his gui - tar, When he was 


home from the war; 


2. She for the Trou-ba-dour hope-less-ly wept; Sad - ly she tho't of him when oth- ers slept; 
3. Harkt'twasthe Trou ba-dour breath-ing her name; Un - der the bat- tle-ment soft - ly he came; 


La - dy love, wel-come me home." 
Trou-ba donr ome to thy home," 
+ dy love, la - dy love, wel-come me home.” 


“From Pal-es-tine, hith -or I come; 
hee would IT might roam 
ne, hith-er I come 


SSS 


(59) 


+ dy love, 
ou-ba-dour, 


Moderato, 


GOOD-BYE, MY LOVER, GOOD-BYE! 


(MIXED VOICES.) 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


1. The 
2.TIl miss y 


ship goes sail - ing down the bay, Good-bye, my lov - er, 


9. Then cheer up till we meet 


ou on the storm- y deep, Good-bye, my lov 
à - gain, Good-bye, my lov- 


We may no 
What can I 


Tl try to ber my 


ot meet for many a day, Good-bye, my lov- er, good-byel.. 
do but ev - er weep? Good-bye, my lov- er, good - byet.. 
pain, Good my lov- er, good - bye! 


wea + ry 


peo 


EPE 


E 
=e 
b 


mu lento. 
n? N 


= = 


- 


2 


My heart is 
Tho’ far J 


My heart will, ev - er- more be true, 


Tho’ now a- dieu; 


bro - ken with  re- gret| But nev - er dream that PI for- get; 
roam a - cross the sea, My ev - 'ry thought of you shall be; 


-- 


€ 


ED 


IM 
Oh, kiss - sweet I leave with you, Good - my lov = er, good - byel... 
I lov'd you once, I love you yet, Good- my loy - er, good. byel... 


Oh, say you'll some- times think of 
e » 


Good - bye, good - bye... 


me, my lov 


. 


== 


Cuorvs, Dem 


= 


ipo Imo. 


ship goes ‘sail - ing down the bay, 


Good-bye, my 
e 


lov - er, good - byel.. 
EI 


te sep fre eee ee oe 
—- = : - LE - F £j ee | 
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GOOD-BYE, MY LOVER, GOOD-BYE! 


NO NON 
e—a LES 
en 
"Tis. sad to tear my heart a- way! Good-bye, my lov- er, good-byel.. 


AULD LANG SYNE. 


ROBERT BURNS. 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


pd —- ESSET 
= 2-$ 2. 


(MIXED voices.) 


Moderato. 


1, Should auld acquaintance be 


for-got, And nev-er brought to mind? Should auld ac-quaintance 


9, We twa ha’e run a- boot the braes, And pu’d the gow-ans fine, We've wander'd mony a 
3. We - twa sport-ed i’ the burn, Frae mornin’ sun till dine, But seas  be-tween us 
4, And here’ hand, my V giesa hand o' thine, We'll tak’ a cup o 
p e 
=== 
at 


} 
Sei 


a: 
Deu — 


.—3j 
be forgot, And days of auld lang syne? For auld.. my dear, For 
wen - ry foot Sin’ auld... lang. For auld.. lang. my dear, For 
braid ha'e roared For auld.. lang. my dear, For 
kind - ness yc For auld.. Mng.. syne, my dear, For 


auld.. lang.. syne, We'll tak’ a cup o kind-ness yet, For auld.. lang, syne, 
NIN 
ena ee a "P amas 
ee = » #71 wen 
q ts 


2 Z 


2 sn = 


= 
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WEARING OF THE GREEN. 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Allegretto. 
= x = 
€ 
1, Oh! Pad- dy, dear, and did you hear the news that’s go - ing ‘round? 
2. Then since the col + or we mus wear, is  Eng-land's ern - el red, 
3. But if at last our col + or should be torn from Tre - land's heart, 


~~ o 


5 


The 
Sure 
Her 


Sham - r is for » bid by law to grow on I - rish ground; 


Ire - land's sons will ne'er for » get the blood that they have shed; 


Sons with shame and sor + row from the dear ould soil will 


2e 


And Saint Pat-riek's day no more well keep, his col- or can't be seen, 
You may take the Sham-rock from your hat, and cast vit ow the sod, 

) 
Ive heard whis- per of a  coun- try, that lies far be. yant the sae, 


es 


= = 
Be SS 
=== == 
For theres a blood - y law a + gainst the wear - in" of the — green. j 
But. ‘twill take root and flour- ish still, tho" un + foot "tis trod. 
Where rich and poor stand — e - qual in the light of  Free-dom's day. 


eic 


=e 


ae 
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WEARING OF THE GREEN. 


Ls met with Nap- per Tan - dy, and he tuk me by the hand, 
When the law can stop the blades of grass from grow-ing as they grow, 
Ont. 


E - rin, must we leave you? driv + en by the  ty-rant’s hand, 


= 
And he said how's poor onld Ire - - land, and how... does she stand? She's the 


when the leaves in sum- mer-time there ver-dure dare not show;  Then.... 


| Must we ask a moth-ers wel-come from a strange, but hap -pier land? Where the 


l ERST = E — | 
-— — = 

iS a p= - = 
most dis - tress - ful coun = try, that ev + er you have seen, 
| I will change the col - or I wear in my cor- been, 
cru + el Cross of — Eng-land's thral-dom ne - er shall be seen, 

pue | 

aa ales 


—— 


= 
"They're hang - ing men 
But — till that day, plase God, I'll stick to 
And where, thank God, w 


d wom - en there for of the greon. 


of the green, 


live and die, still wear - in’ of the green. 


e 


THE CAMPBELLS ARE COMING. 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


ho! ‘The Camp-bells are com - in’ to Con - nie Loeh-lev - 


3) - on the . Lo-monds 
Camp-bells are com - in’, . 1 e great Ar - g 
. The Camp-bells : í 


I dy Up-on the Lomondsl lay, I ly; look-ed down to 
be - fore, He makes his can - non loud - ly rows Wi’ soundof trum-pot, 
in arms, Their loy - al — faith... and truth to show; Wi? ban-ners rat- Lin’ 


-nie Loch - lev - en, 4 heard threo - nie i - pers play. 
. and The Campbells are [ ho! 
Campbells are pu Org VEO! 


DS, 


= 
à 
t 


Copyright, memx, by Jerome H. Remick & Co., Detroit and New York 


(64) 


THE MINSTREL BOY. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Music by MICHAEL W. BALFE. 


Js — 


Ww 
l The min - strel boy to the war is gone, In the ranks of death you'll 
[A min - strel fell, but the — foe-man'sehain Could not bring that proud sonl 


find him; His fa - ther's sword he hath gird-ed on, And his wild harp shing De- 
un - der; The'harp he loved ne'er spoke a-gain, For he tore its chords a- 
z =e 
= 
= pep 


— 

(27 
hind him; “Land of song!" said the war-rior bard, ‘Tho’ all the world be- 
sun - der, And said, “No chain shall — snl - ly thee, Thon soul of love und 


‘ry! Thy songs were made for the pure and free, They shall nev-er sound 


| trays thee, One sword at least thy rights shall guard,One — faith-ful harp 


1, The sun 
"They hunt 


shines 


no 


3. The hend must 


STEPHEN C. FOSTER. 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


= 
a 


in the old Ken- 
for 
and 


bright 
more 
bow 


tuck-y 


home 


the pos- sum and the coon, 
the back will have to bend, 


Tis... the dark-ies 
On the mead-ow, the hill, and 
Wher- ev - the dark-y 


sum-mer, 


z 
ee 


The corn - tops 
‘They sing 
A few 


ripe 
no 


more 


more 


duys 


and 
by 
and 


the 


the glim -mer 


the 


the bloom, While the 
the Ou the 
will end, In the 


mead-ows in 
of 


all 


moon, 
trou- ble 


birds 
bench 
fields 


make 
y tho 
Where the 


by 


all 
cab - 


mu: sie 
old. 
m. 


the day; 


in do 


par. canes... grow; 


the 
a 
to 


roll 


by 
days 


The young folks 


on 
like 
for 


The day goes 


more 
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—————————— a 


MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME. 


itr mn 


lit : tle cab. in floor, mer-ry, all hap-py and bright, By’n- 
shad-ow o'er the heart, h sor- row where all was de - light, "The 
tote the hen y lond mat-ter, "twill nev -er be light, A 


by “Hard Times" comes a knocking at the door, Then my old Ken-tuck 
time has come when the d Then my old Ken-tui 
few more days will we tot-ter on therond, Then my old Ken-tu 


home, good-night. 
home, good-night. 
home, good-night. 


kies have to par 


Weep nomore, my la-dy, Oh, weep no more to-day; We will sing one song for the 


I 
| 
| old  Ken-tuek- y home, For -the old  Ken-tuck-y home, far a - way. 
| 
| 


te + 


SAILING. 


(MIXED. VOICES.) 


Con spirito. GODFREY MARKS. 


1. Y'heavo ho!l.. my wind. blows A pleas - ant gule., our 
2. The — sail - ors bold and His home is roll - ing 
3. The tide.. is with the Y'heavehol.. my ev -CTy 


soon.. a -~ the o- clear Our gal - lant bark shall 
nev - èr more true brave Than - who launch - es 
har - bor bar.. we soon shall clear; Fare- l.. onee more, to 


di je 
T see | 


brave - ly steer, But ere we part.. from England’sshores to - night, A — song we'll 
on... the wave; A - far he speeds in dis-tant climes to roam, With jo - cund 
home so dear, For when the tem - pest ra- ges loud and long, ‘That home shall 


Ww SEEN 


sing for homeand benu-ty bright. 
song he rides thesparkling fot 
our guid-ing star and song. 


sail - or, and here's to the hearts so true, 
il - or, and here’s to the hearts so true, 
- or, and here's to the hearts so true, 


sailing, o-ver the boundi 


SAILING. 


gH 
ir 


comes home u 


GOOD-NIGHT, LADIES! 
(MIXED VOICES.) Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


= 
z 
= 


Sostenuto 


Good - night, la - 
Fare - well 
Sweet drem 


1. Good - night la - 
Fare - well, la - 
Sweet dreams, la - 


Good - night, la - 
Fare - well, la - 
Sweet dreams, la - 


goin’ you now, Mer - ri 


= : Zn 


a- long, O'er the dark blue 


a - long, roll a- long, Mer - ri - ly 


= i TE 
E Si tats 
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1 


MY BONNIE. 


My 


Oh! 
"Phe 


Bon 
night 
blow, 


winds have 


= 


nie lies o- ver the 
as I dy on my 
ye winds, o - ver the 

blown o - ver the 


My Bon- nie 
Last night as 
Oh! blow, ye 


The winds have 


lis 0- 


T 


pil - 


lay 
winds, o - ver 


blown o - 


[MEE My Bon-nie lies o. ver 
low, . Last night I lay on 
Anil blow, ye winds, o + ver 
The winds have blown o = ver 


ver the o - cean, 


on my pil 
the. 


low,. 


o - cean, 


ver the o + cea 


E 
ett 


Oh! bring buc 
I dreamt that 
And bring back 


And bro't back 


the 


my 
the 
the 


my 


my 


Bon - 


nie 


nie 


- nie 


- nie 


wus 


to me. 


dead. 


to — me. 


to me. 


B 
B 


ring 


ring 


Bring 


Bring 


back, back, bring back my 


back, back, bring back my 


back, bring back, bring buck my 


back, back my 


Bon - nie 
Jon - nie 
Bon - nie. 


Bon - nie 


Wing buck, bring 


back, 


Oh! bring back my Bon -nie to 


LA PALOMA. 


English Version by ANDRE DE TAKACS. 
Allegretto, 


1, Good - by the white.wing’d ship waits for me in the 
1. Quan - do, esee sa-l de laHa-ba - na Val-ga -me 


Good - b; sees heav-on fades and sad is my heart to 


Na = Wits uis Me dawedo sa din... 8 no. fui 


OSES 3 
ay, : Who know 
1 133 Yu - na.. 


if ev-er T kiss thy sweet lips 
lin -da gua-chi- nan-ga A - Ua voy 


Who knows... du bnt thy heart will yearn for me all in 


Que se f è vi- no tas de mi. 


que si 


—e& 


| vain, May-be the deep sea robs me from thee for - ey - 


nor, Sia tu von-ta-na Ue- gu w -na pa - lo - ma, 
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thy win-dow'll greet the white dove III 


. sweet-heart, mine, near your heart Jet 


3 
So it shall roam no more; 


LA PALOMA. 


sow; Oh, 
mor; 


que ven- te con mi- go chi 


3 
sweet-heart, mine, near your heart let my dove rest, So it shall roam no 
nt = 


ta, A-don-de wi - vo 


= 


more, For yon a- lone, 
yo N = 80 - nan, 


a - lone, 
= se- nan, 


yes, you 
note en 
— 


of the o - cean's 
-ro lan de can- 
7 


Thy love is my guid-ing star, sw 


heart, I am 


for - ev - er thine, nger to 
mo mi-o 


ian, Que los ans tria-cos han -ga-lam Al a- muy di - bu- 
o a. 
== iE j 
= = i 
^ 
Se) 
er P 


with thee, 
cr -ti - fi- 
— 


Yer land or sen my love shall be 
pa - pe -di -H . co 


Jan, 


With hearts so. 
can, De que la 
pee 


true we shall hap- py 
quer -ra ha ter- mi- 


Onr souls 
Melo han pe-yan, y 
Tæ. 


be, With henrtssotruewe shall hap- 
nan, Con tres o - ble- as 


me lohan pe gan, 


ll meet in a 


kiss o'er the sen, 
re - pe- yan, pe-gan, 
et 


* From here can be sung an oetaye lower, 


2 Should I once again to you, sweetheart, mine, return, 
The joys of a happy love you and I shall learn, 
No more shall the deep sea roar its challenge to me, 
Tn sweet cosy home I'll stay forever with the 
When I return, the bells will be gaily ringing, 
And wedding hymns ont happiness will be singing: 
TIL wed you, dear, "mid joyous gay songs of springtime, 
Clouds of our cares will change into golden sunshine, 

Over the billows high, etc, 


(3) 


2 El dia que nos casemos 
Vágame Dios! 
En la semana que hay ir 
Me hace rei 
Desde la iglesia juntitos 
bo ex señor, 
Vos iremos á dormir 
ANG voy yo. 
Si a tu ventana lega, eot. 


MILTON WELLINGS. 
ORGE ROSEY. 


Moderato espressivo. 


1.1 know not when the day shall be, I know not where our eyes 
2.1 know not are you far or new, Or are you dead, or do you 


] 


What weleome you may give to me, Or will your words be sad nt 


I  knownob who the blame shonld bear, Or who should plead, or who for - 


[= we a2- 3 
zz f— 
=F i 


sweet; It may not be ars have pass'd,....... ‘Till eyes dim and tress-es 


give; But when we meet some day, Eyes dear 


grown the truth may 


gray; The world js wide, but love, at Inst, Our hands, our 


see, And — ev + ‘ry © cloud shall roll a - way, ‘That dark - ens, 
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SOME DAY, 


hearts, must meet some day. Some some day, 


love,  'iwixt you and me. Some some — duy, 


| Some day I shall meet — you, Love, I know mot 


know not when 


On + ly this, on - ly this, This, that once you loved me; 


love you now, I love you mow, I love yon now, 


FUTURE MRS. 'AWKINS. 


ALB 


(MIXED VOICRS.) 


Andante moderato. 


i 1 knows a lit - tle dp - ner, - bout to own "e 
2. I shan't for - git our meet - in’ was — Jer greet - im’, 
3. She wears an art - ful bon - mit, feath- ers stuck up - on it, 


s 
goin’ — to ry o ome; At fust she said she would - n't, 
mind wot a - bout" "Er pret - ty ‘end she throws up, 
XL Om all curled; She's jnst a - bout the sweet - est, 
ts 
=e € 5 


EL E z 


then she said she could - n't, ‘Then she whis - perd, “Well, T seo," 
then she turns her nose up, Say - in, “Let me go; I'll shout! 
pret - ti - est und neat » est Do - ner in the wide, wide world! 


Sez I, be Mis - 'Aw - kins, Mis - sis ’En - ry "Aw - kins, 
I like your styl Li thought as ra sur - prise er, 
And she'll be — Mis + "Aw Mis - sis ‘En - ry ‘Aw - kins, 


PET E 


MS 


W 
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THE FUTURE MRS. 'AWKINS. 


Im 
be 
last 


the Bob, 
the 


to 


crost seas roan, 


this! 


'elp ine 
she, “I 
Set - tled 


cra 
dream 
Mon - 


waist must 


it 


round in 


for day, 


ame 


Li zer, you're a sy Won't you share my ‘um ble ‘ome? Won't yer? 
ehuck it, Pil start seream - in't” If yer do, — sez Ty FH. kiss! Now then! 
soto ehureh on Sun- day Of we trots the don - key. shay! Now then! 


. Sweet Li zer! It yer die an old maid you'll ‘ave 
>. 
ee cR ow Pt 
= =: po p $— 
iE » oT ———— y” p 
[ 
- f= {z= 
= Ze 
Fe 
i o: re EZ, ri j 
T9 3 35$ $ 5 
on ly your - self to blame! D'y'ear Li oh. Dear Li“ zert.. 
A LAS ac 
zm re 4 
| = j 
ig = ap 
k 
re : i 
ki $——,. £ ae 
Ow dyer fan cy "Aw for y oth er name? 
Ow d'yer fan ey — "Aw - for — yer oth - - er name? 
Mis sis "En ry "Aw = is a fust - namel 
Re 
L4 æ. e. n 2 — 
ns sr = 
2 v y je —e int 
€" vw r 


Alt - er the day 


SEIS IN, 


222 
E: 2-5 = 


gold-en stars ap-pear; 


of 


ry its pain; 


has sung its song of 


grows wea-ry 


E 


of its 


AFTERWARDS. 


sor » 


sad - 


JOHN W. MULI 
Arr. by GEORGE RO: 


And the 


Some-times my life 


row, ono by one 


ness, grows 


1 lin - ger yet, 


Then love, I wait 


where once we met, be - lov 


and list-en for yonr whis - per, 


And seem to feel 


Till tears de - part, 


hy spir- it 


still is near, 


sunshine comes a- gain. 


The flow'rs have Ned that 


It can -not be that 


we 


| blossom’d in. the spring-tide, 
| shall part for-ev + er, 


The birdsare mute 


That love's sweet song 


that sang their songs a- 00vez 


is hush'd for us al-way; 
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AFTERWARDS. 


| And tho’ t that drift -ed us a-sun- der, Time can-not break 
al-though its theme be al ter'd, "Twill reach thy heart und 


| I hear 


dole 


gold - en chain of love. Still we can love, 
some day. Love we can love, al - tho’ the shad -ows gath - er, 


ee 


bring thee bac 


1 i oS * = 
= e E 
-— 
Still ^ we ean hope un - til the clouds be past; Come to my heart, and 
Still we can hope un- til the clouds be past; Come to my heart, and 


whis - per thro’ the si - lence, Hope on, dear heart, our 
whis- per thro’ the si- lence, (Omit. 


MAID OF ATHENS. 


(xIXED voror: 


Words by LORD BYRON. Music by H. R. ALLEN. 


1, Maid of Ath-ens, ere we part... 0, me back my heart.. 
2. By those tress- es un- con - fined,.. by E- ge -an wind, 
3. Maid of Ath-ens I am gone,.. of me, sweet, when a = 


it now and take the 


Or since that has left my 
By those lids whose jet- ty — fring 
Though 1 fly to — stam - bol 


thy soft eheek's bloom-ing 
Ath - ens holds my heart and 


mf piu lento. 
+ -N 


PE 


2—3 t 
Hear my vow be- fore I go, Hear my vow be- fore I 
By those wild eyes like the roe, Hear my vow be - fore 1 
i Can I cease to love thee? nol Can I cens to love thee? not..... 
| 


con ten 


love... thee, dear - ost life, Tr. love... theel 
Zo e mou, sus a- ja-po! Zoe mou sa a - ga - pol 


MAID OF ATHENS. 


I Tove but thee! 
ga - wi 


SPP 


| i v i 
| 1, Hear my vow be- fore 1 go, T EET Leben 
| 2 Hear my vow be-fore I go, l ife, ITA 

3. Can T cease to love thee? no! | mou, sas @ - + - ga pol 


22 


BAVARIAN YODLE. 


Monir: (THE WATERFALL.) Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


1, From the moun-tain height comes the wa - ter bright, U - 
2. And the wa- ter- fall un to me doth call, U 


Where its spray is swelling, stands a lit-tledwell-ing, U - li - o, 
And thesongs ging of mysweetheart’ssingmg, U - li- o, 


In. the gar-den there, my sweet-heart fair, U - li-o-e o-e u-li-o - el 
All mythoughtand mind is to her in-clined, U - li-o-@, 0- 
5 e. 


Te 0-6 u-li- ol 
-e 0-6 u-li- ol 


And I kiss her there on her face so 
From my dear sweet-heart T would nev - er part, 


est 
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THE LOW-BACKED CAR. 


SAMUEL 
Arr. by GEORGE 


When first saw sweet Peg gy, is on a mar 
In wild — com-mo -tion 
Sweet Peg - gy round her car, sir! .\. Has strings of ducks and 
Id rath. er own — thut car, sir! ....., With Peg 


ket day; 
he proud and might - y 


zy by m 


low-back’ car she drove, and sat Up - on a truss of 


But 
hos - tile seythes de - mands his tythes Of death, in war like But 
of hearts she ugh ters, By far out - num + ber While 


coaeh and four, and gold -loe, Anda lu - dy for my For the 


? 9 
when that hay was bloom.ing grass, And — deek'd with flow'rs of  spring,...... No 
Peg - gy, pence-ful god - - dess, Has darts in her bright e That 
she ^ among her poul -try sits, Just like a tur- tle dov Well 
la - dy would for inst me, On a  eush-ion ma with taste, . While 


flow-er was there, that could eam the blooming girl T singl As she 


While she 


knock men down in the mar « ket town... As right and left they fly 


worth the cage, do en “OR the blooming god, of While she 
Peg gy. would sit side. me, With.. my arm n- round he As we 
es 
== 
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THE LOW-BACKED CAR. 


sat in her low-back'd car, +. The man at the turn-pike bar, Ney -er 
sits in her low-back’d ea y Than bat - tle more dan-g'rous fa For the 
sits in her low-back'd car, «er The lov + 


‘To be ma 


rs come near and fa And... 
l by Fa- ther Maher; Oh, my 


drovein the low-back'd car, 


ask'd for the 
doe - tor 
en- the chick-en That Peg 
heart would beat high At her glance 


toll, But just rubb'd his auld poll, And look'd aft-er the low-back'c 
art, Can-not cur the he: tis hit from the low- d car, 

y is pickin’ While she sits in her low- car. . 
h, Tho’ it beatin a low- 


OFF TO PHILADELPHIA. 
BATTISON HAYNES. 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


ny 


ce A 


mf Moderato. 


name is Pad.dy Lea- rom a spotealld Tip-per-a + = 
a girl call'd Kate Ma -lone,.... Whom Pd hoped to call my own...... And to 
3. Whenthey told me I must leave the place, I tried to keep a cheer-ful face, For to 


z= d 


ES 


hearts of alb the girls T am œ thom = e e im, But be- 
| see my . lit - tle cub - in flor  a- don - - - in, But my 
show my heart's deep sor > row I was scorn - + - du, But — the 


| 


= =E = 
z 
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de 


OFF TO PHILADELPHIA, 


A 
z- 
p — ua — 


ot 
fore the break of morn,.... Faith! "tis they'll be all 

heart is sad and wea - ry, How can she be Mis- - ry, It 1 
tears will sure - ly blind me, For the friends I lave be- hind me, When I 


 * 
| 

to Phila - del-phia in the morn« im Wid my bun-dle on my should 
sthart for Phila - del phia in the morn- in my bun-die on my should 
sthartfor Phila - del-phia in the morn - in. " my  bun-dle's on 


Faith! the no mancould be boul - lav in' dear ould Ire - land wid - out 


And there'sno man eould be boul if lav - in’ now theshpot that I was 


warn late - ly took the no - tion For to 
born i yet some day TI take the no . tion To come 


cross the bri - ny o- 


an, And I shtart for Phila - 
back a-cross the o- 


ia in the mon 
an, To my home in dear ould Ire 


in the mor - in, 


Moderato 


ih 
2. 
8, 


Round de 
When de 
Mas - sa 


mead-ows am a: ring. ing 
au tumn len re fall - ing, 
make de dark »ies love him, 


De dark-y's mourn-ful 
When de days were cold, "Twi 
kind, 


Cayse he was so 


song, 


While 


as hard 


Now 


mock-ing-bitd am sing - ing, y us de 


hear old mas. 


a cal -ing, Caysehe was so 


sad- ly weepa - bove him, Mourning cayse he 


e 


day am long. Where de i- v 


weak and old Now 


de 
to 
dey 


y am a- 
de orange trees am 
è leave dem behind, I can -not work Le-fore to- 


= 
= 


. 
—. 
a u 


v 
H 


2 — — 
5: 


cree 


ep - ing 


bloom - ing 
mor - row, 


O'er de grass 
On de sand - j 
de tear- drop flow; 


Dare old mas-sa am & - sleep - ing, 
Now de sum-mer days am com 


I try to drive a- way my sor - 


n 


+ ing, 
row, 


Sleeping in de cold, cold ground, Down in de corn + 
Mas-sa neb-ber calls no more, Down in de com- 
Piek.in' on de old ban. jo. Down in de corn- field, 


Hear dat 
Hear dat 
Hear dat 


mournful 
mournful 
mournful 


= — 
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MASSA'S COLD GROUND. 


IN DE COLD, 


uu 
sound; All de dark-ies am a- weep- ing,  Mas-sa's in 


THE QUILTING PARTY. 


| (MIXED VOICES.) 
Moderato. 


On the bank the pale moon shone; And ‘twas 


the sky the bright stars 


I 2, On my arm a soft hand rest-ed, ... ed light as o- cean foam; And'twas 
| 3. On my lips a whis-per trem.bled,.. Trem-bled till it dared to come; And 'twas 


nd those hopes have lived and grown; And ‘twas 


4. On my life new hopes were dawn-in 


| 
|| | 1. In 
| 


| | rer E 
| ess 
Y 


| from — Aunt 


tc 
== 
T 


i 
Il | J was see-ing  Nel-lie — home... I was see - ing Nel-lie home; And'twas 


see - ing Nel- lie 


za 
= 


from Aunt Di- nah’s quilt-ing p 


e. 
T 


= 
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JUANITA. 


(MIXED VOIORS.) 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Andante moderato. 
D — = 
es = = 
= -2— 2-2 
ft oer the foun- tain, Lin-g Far 
3, When, in thy drenm-ing, Moons like these shall shine a - gain, And day-light 


ng falls the southern moon; 


moun " Breaks the day too soon! In thy dark e 
beam l, Prove thy dreams are — vain, Wilt thou not, r 


- der, 
- ing 


For thine ab - sent lov -er sigh, In thy heart, con 


N 
N 
| Where the warm light loves to dwell, Wea -ry looks, yet 
| 


DET. 
icd 
3 
- tat Jun - ni + ta! Ask thy soul 
- tal 4 = ni - tal Let. me lin - ger 


e should part? — Ni- ta! dua + ni - tal Dean thou on my heart! 
thy Ni- tu! Jua ni - tal Be my own fair bride! 
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JINGLE BELLS. 


Dash-ing thro’ the snow, In a pen O'er the fields 
two I a And soon Miss Fan 
Go it while you're youn Take the girls 


tail ring, "^ Mak-ing spir-itsbright; What 
ll and lank, for-tun em'dhis lot He 
li »ob-tail'd bay, ty for kis speed; Then 


Soto. (MIXED VOICES.) Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


right Was 


Te 


N fun it is to ride a A igh-ing song to-night! Jin- gle bells! 
| | got in - to a drift-ed bank, And we, we got up - sot. Jin- gle bells! 
i hiteh him to an o- pensleigh,Anderack!you'lltake the lead. Jin- gle bells! 
| | F y 

| 


n- gle bei 
jin- gle bel 
Jin- gle bell 


f- e 


| g Oh! what fun 
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JINGLE BELLS. 


=p |e ra EN EUAN IE TS an 
lA = $—2—1— $ 2—2 $2. 
i t $32 $ $ 
| way! Oh! what fun it is to ride In a one - horse o- pen sleigh. 
2 ev A > p 
= $ = 
j - "s P- 
paet — E w w 


ANNIE LAURIE. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Lady JOHN SCOTT. 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Max - we) - ton's braes are bon - nie, Whereear ly  fa’s the dew, And 'twas there that An - nie 
Her brow is like the snow-drift, Her “hroat is like the swan, Her.... face it is the 
ly - ing Is th'fwo’her fai -ry feet, And like winds in sum-mer 


3. Like dew on th’ gow - an 


- n 
Lau rie Gave me her promise true, Gave me her prom - ise true, 
fair -est That e'er the sun shoneon, Thateer the sun shone on, 
sigh-ing, Her voice is low and sweet, Her voice is low — andsweet, And she's 


£g .— 
bie. Lr J 


5 


I'd.. lay me donn and dee. 
Id..lay medoun and dee. 
Id.. lay medoun and dee, 


ne'er for got will And for bon - nie An - nie Lau -rie 
dark blue is her And for bon An - nie Lau 


a — theworld to me, And for bon - An - nie Lau 


ees 


nie 
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HAIL, COLUMBIA! 


(MIXED voices.) 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


1. ^ Hail, Colum bia, hap-py land! ^ Hail, ye he - roes! henva-bora band] Who fought and bled. in 
2. Im-mor-tal pa-triots! rise once more, De-fend your rights,de-fend yourshore; Let no rude foo with 
$. Sound, sound the trump of fame! —— Let.... Wash-ing-ton's great name Ring thro’ the world with 
4. Be hold theChief who now commands, Once more to serve his coun- try stands, The rock on which the 


= | f 

FZ l 

Tree-dom'scause, Who fonght and bled in Free- dom'scause, And when the storm of 

im - pious hand, Let no rude foe with im and, In - vade the shrine where 
loud ap - plause, Ring through the world with loud ause; Let ev - "ry clime to 

storm will beat, The rock on which the storm will beat; But armed in vir- tue, 


N 
se | 
NER 


= 


war was gone, En - joyed the peace your val - or Let in - de-pend-ence be our boast, 


sa cred lies, Of toil and blood the well-carn’dprize. While off-'ring peace, sin - cere and just, 

free-dom dear List- en with a joy-ful ear With e- qualskill,with god -like pow'r, 

firm and true, His hopes are fixed on heav’nand you. When hope was sink- ing in dis - may, 
A m 


- 


„ 
ful what it cost; Ev - er grate-ful for the prize, 
nd Jus - tice will pre vail, 
war; or guides with ease 


mind 
In heavn we place a man - ly trust, That Truth 
He gov. erns in the fear ful hour Of hor - ri 
When gloom obscured Co - lum bis day, His stead - y mind, from chan- ges free, 


- - m fe 


Na: 2 - POST ae 


z 


x 


e 
Be sp = 
i Eo 2 
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HAIL, COLUMBIA ! 


Let its al- tar reach the skies, Firm, u- ni- ted, 
u- ni - ted, 
u- ni- ted, 
ni - ted, 


us be, 


ev - "ryseheme of bondage fail. Fi 
ij be, 


hap pier times of hone 
solved on death or — lib - er - ty. 


peace, 


Peace and 


-— 
= 
(i 


AMERICA. 
(MY COUNTRY, "TIS OF THEE.) 


Maestoso. 


mm En E = 
# 2.0001 

1. My coun try, 'tis of thee, thee I sing; Land wheremy 

2. My na-tive coun- try thee, Land of the no- ble free, Thy name I love; I love thy 
8. Let mu sie swell the breeze, And ring from all the tr Sweet Freedom’s song; Let mor-tal 
4, Our fu-thers’ God, to Thee, Au thor of lib- er- ty, To Thee we sing; Longmay our 


wall 


T w 


fa - thers died, Land of the Pilgrim'spride,From ev - ‘ty moun-tain side Let freedom ring, 
rocks and rills, Thy woodsand tem -pled hills; My heart with rap-turethrills,Like that a - bove. 
tonguesa-wake, Let all thatbreathe pur-take, Let rocks their si - lence break, The sound pro - long. 
land bebright, With free-dom’s ho - ly 1 ro - tect us by Thy might, Great God, our King. 


twi-light's last. 


THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


“ly seen , Where the foe’: 


-ly light, What so proud - ly 
haughty 


it ev - erwhenfreemanshallstand Be - tween theirlov’d homes and wild 


nd bri 


with vie - 


y and pea 


- parts we watch'd were so 
blows, half con-cı 
h made and pi 


htstarsthro' the per - il - ous 
breeze, o'er the tow. er - ing 
n-res - cued 


gal-lant-ly stream-ing? 

Is, half dis - clos - 
erv'd us na - tion. Then... cor 
s- - 


And the rock. e 


TE 


' red glare, the bombs 
Now it catch-es 
quer we 


Gave proof thro’ the night that our flag was 
am, In full glo - ry re. flect - ed, now shines on 
And this be our mot-to,—“In God is our trust 


Tis the star-span-gled 
And the star-span-gled 


poco vitari. 


r-span-gled ban -ner 
ner, Oh, long may 
tri - umph sh: 


= 


v P 

O'er the land of the and the 
O'er the land of the free, and the 
O'er the land of the and the 


yet.. 
it 


of the brave. 


of the brave, 


= sie 
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g the good oll bu- gle, 


MARCHING THROUGH GEORGIA. 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


shout 


the dur - kies 1 when they heard the 


and there were 


Yan-kee boys will nev - c 
thor-ough-füre for Free - don 


boys! we'll sing an -oth - er 
joy- 
Un -ion men who. wept with joy - 
"ach the eon 
and her t 


Sing it with a 

How the tur-keys 
When they saw the 
Bo the ‘sau - ey 
Six - ty miles in 


ful sour 
ful tears, 


spi - 
gob - 
lion - 
reb - 
lat - i- tude—three hun-dred to 


els 


rit that will start the world a - long— 
bled which our commis - sa-ry found! 
ord flag they had not seen for years 


handsom 
the 


‘twas a 


said, and. 
main; 


Sing it as we used to 
How the sweet po = ta - 
Hard-ly could they be restrained from 
Had they not for - got, a- las! to 
"ren-son fled be - fore us, for re- 


sing it, 
ven 


- 
b 
Onorts. 


starte 
break! 


reck-on with the 
sist-ance was in 


fif - ty 


thon- 
from the ground, 


and strong, 


we 


were marching thro’ 
were marching thr 


Dc 
forth in cheers, m hile we were march ro. 
host, were march "Geor - gi : 
vain, were marching thro’ Geor - gia, Hur-rah! burrah! we 


1 


-lee! Hur-rahl 


CN 


S =: ES 


ee 


“2: 


92 3 


cho-rus from At - lan-ta 


1 
to the sea, While 


Wý 


we were marching thro’ us - 
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THE RED, WHITE, AND BLUE. 


(COLUMBIA, THE 


M OF THE OC. 


N.) 


Moderato Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


1. O, Co-lum - bia, the gem of the o- cean,... The home of the braveand the free, 
2. When war wing’d its wide des - ò - la- tion, And threaten’d the land to de - form,...... 
3. The gled ban - ner bring hith-er,..... O'er Columbia’s true sons let it ware... 


= ——— 

Wi ui — 
Theshrine of each pa-triot’s de - vo-tion,.... A world of-fers hom to thee; 
The ark then of free-dom'sfoun-da-tion,.... Co -  lum-bia, rodesafethro'the storm;.... 
the wreaths tleyhavewon nev-er with-er,...... Noritsstarseeaseto shine on the b 


F 


n-dates make he -sem-ble.... When Lib- er 


lands of vic- 


a-round her.... Whensoproud-ly she bore her brave erew,. 


May theser- vice u. ni-ted ne'er sev -er..... But... hold to their eol-ors so true 


Thy — banners maketyr- an - ny trem-ble,... When borne by the red, white,and blue...... 
With her flag proudly float-ing be-fore her,.... The boast of the red, white,and blue. 
Tho ny and Na- vy for- . Three cheers for the red, white,und blue, 
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THE RED, WHITE, AND BLUE. 


FS 
TE 

on borne by the red, white, and blue, When borne by the red, white, and blue 
The boast of the red, whi The boast of the red, white, and blue, 


Three cheers for the red, white Three cheers for the red, white, and blue, 


=H 


Thy... ban-ners make tyr - an- ny trem-ble When borne by the red, white 
With her flag proud ly float-ing be - fore hei "The boast of the red, white, and blue. 
The... Ar-my and Na- vy for. ev - ‘Three cheers for the red, white, and blue, 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Allegro. 
mf 
= RN Sl x 
== = z =: 
= 
I de land ob cot- ton, Old times dar am 
Mis - sus cece “Will - de - wea - ber,” Wil- lum was a 
was a  butch-ers clea - ber, But dat did not 
a health to the next old Missus, And all de girls dat 
wheat cakes an’ In . gen bat + ter, Makes you fat ora 


In Dix -ie Land whar 


Look a- way! Look-a - way! 
But when he put his.. 


gay do-coab-or; Look-a-way, Look a-way! Look-a-way! Land, 
seem to greab'er; Look-a-way, Look-a- way! Look-a-way! — Dixie Land, Old Mis-sus act-ed de 
want to kiss us; Loo Look Dix-io Land. But if you want to... 
lit - tle fat-tor; Look-a-way, Look-w-way! — Dixie Land. Den hoe it down an’, 


ze 
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DIXIE'S 


I — was born in 


drive ‘way sor-row, 


scratch your grabbl 


| arm 
| fool-ish part, And 


a-round er, He smile 


died for 


To Dix-ie's 


as 


Come and 


one frost - 
fierce as a 

dat L 
dis song 


Im bound to trab-ble, Look-a 


f 


LAND. 


y morn-in', Look-a » way! 
r - ty ponnd-er, Look-a - way 
e her heart, 


to - mor-row, Look-a - 


Look-a - way! Look a 


Look-a - way! Look 


Look-a - way! Look-a - Look-u - 


way! 


way! Look-a- way! Look - 


- way! Look-a 


Dix - ie Land 


Den I 


wish I 


was in Dix 


Dix - ie Land 


I'll take my stand, 


To lib and die 


in Dix-ie; A 


Dix - 


A - way downsouth in Dix- ie. 


—- 


i-r 
- 


FAIR HARVARD. 


(MALE VOICES.) 
Ain ix 21 Tryon Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 
Moderato, 


| 1. Fair.. Harvard!thysons to thy ju- bi- leethrong, And with blessingssurren -derthee o'er, 


| 3. To ty bow'rswewere led in the bloom of our youth, From the homeof our in - fan-tile years 


ait- ing be 
- ters had blest thro’ their tear 


O.... rel. ie and type of our an- ces-tor'sworth, That h: 
Thou thenwertour pa-rent,thenurse of ours 


= 


long kept our mem -o - ry warm, 
mould-ed to manhood by thee, 


3 When, as pilgrims, we come to revisit thy hulls, 4 Farewell! be thy destinies onward and bright! 
To what kindlings the senson gives birth! "To thy children the lesson still giv 
y sunlight more dear, With freedom to think, and 


e to bear, 


Thy shades are more sooth 


Than descend on less privileged earth; And for right ever bravely to live. 
For the good and the great, in their beautiful prime, Tet not moss-covered error moor thee at its side, 
‘Through thy precinets haye musingly trod; As the world on truth’s current glides by; 

As they girded their spirits or deepened the streams Be the herald of light, and the bearer of love, 
That make glad the fair city of God. Till the stock of the Puritans die, 
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MARYLAND, MY MARYLAND. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Moderato. 


SE san —— d 


wilt not cow - er in the dust, Ma - ry-land! my Ma - ry- land! 


2. Thou wilt not yield the Van - dal toil, Ma - 
Bi see no blu 


b h the 


y-land! my Ma - ry- land! 
land! my Ma - ry- land! 
land! my Ma - ry- land! 


up - on thy cheek, Mu 


- tant thun - der 


| Thy beam- ing sword shall ney - er rust Ma - ry- land! my 


- land! 
Thou wilt not to his control, Ma land! my land! 
| Tho’ thou wast ev - er  brave- ly meek, Ma - ry- land! my - land! 
| The Old Line bu - gle, fife and drum, Ma - land! my Ma - ry- land! 
P 
= z La 
-E ý 


Bet - ter the fire up - on thee roll, Bet - ter the shot, the blade, the bowl, 


| 
| Re. mem ber Car- rolls sa`- cred trust, Re- mem - ber How - ward's war - like thrust, 
| For life anddeath, for woe and weal, Thy peer- less chiv - al - ry re- veal, 


Come!to thineown he - ro - ie throng, That stalks with Lib er - ty a - long, 


e- e 


| 
And all thy 


slum. b'rers with the jus Ma - ry-land! my Ma - ry- land! 
Than cru - ci - fix - ion of the son Ma - ry-land! my Ma - ry- land! 
And gird thy beau - teous limbs with steel, Ma - ry-land! my Ma - ry- land! 
And thy daunt - less slo - gan song, Ma - land! my Ma - ry- land! 


=| 


BATTLE-HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Allegretto. 


. Mine.. eyes have seen the glo - ry of the com-ing of the Lord; is 
2%, I have seen Him in the watch-fires of a  hun-dred cir-elingeamps; They have 

. I have read a fie - ry gos- pel, writ in bur-nished rows of č 

. He has sound-ed forth the trum. pet that shall nev - er call re 

. In the beau -ty of the lil - les Christ was born a- cross the 


tramp- ling out the vin - tage the grapes of wrath are stored; He hath 
build - ed Him an al - tar the eve - ning and dam I can 
deal with my con- tem- ners, so with you my grace shall deal; Let the 
sift - ing out the hearts of be - his judg- ment -seat; Oh, be 
glo - ry in his bo - som trans - ures you and me; he 


loosed the fate - ful light-ning of His ter - ri- ble swiftsword, His is march-ing 

rend his right-eons sen-tence by the dim and flar-inglamps, His day is march-ing 

ro, born of wom - an,crush the ser-pent with heel, Since God is marching 

ift, my soul, to an-swerHim! be ju - bi-lant, my fect! Our God is march-ing 

ed to make men ho - ly, let us die to make men free, WhileGod is march-ing 
iN 


—= 


Glo - ryt -r -le lu ~ jah! Glo ry! glo = ryt Hal - 


jah! His truth is march -ing 


a. 
mem 
- 
- 


TRAMP! TRAMP! TRAMP! 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 

mf Moderato 
AE 

2n 


1. In the pris-on cell I sit, Thinking Moth-e 
In the bat - tle front we stood When their fie 
. So, with-in the pris- on cell We are wait 


dear. of yon Anl our 
* they made, And they 
the day That shall 


tand hap = py home so far a- way; And the y eyes Spite of 
swept us off, a hun-dred ; But be- ched their lines They were 
come to o- pen wide the i - ron door; ind the hol-loweye grows bright, And the 


or moi 


N 
=== 


all — that I can do, ThonghI try tocheer my com-rades and be 


beat - en back, dismayed, And we heard the cry of vie - try 
poor heart al - most g we think of see- ing home and 


GE 


march 


Cheer up, com-rades, they will 


neath the star - ry — flag We shall 
$ = 3 
E re Í * = =| 
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TRAMP! TRAMP! TRAMP! 


gain Of the free -land in our own 


| 
k 
YANKEE DOODLE. 
Arr. by GEORGE 
i , W 
| Vath'rand I went down to camp, A - long with ain Good -"in, And there we saw the 
I Andtherewe see a thousand men, As rich as Squire Da - vid; And what they wast- ed 


| And there was Captain Wash-ing-ton Up-on a slap-ping stal - lion, A - giv-ing or- ders 
| And then the feathers on his hat, Theylook'dso ver-y fine, ah! I want -ed p 


men and boys As thick as hast-y pud - in’, Doo-dle keep it up, 
| ev - ry day, I wish it could be - ed. Doo-dle keep it up, 
io his men;I guessthere was a mill- ion Y ee Doo-dle keep it up, 
ly to get To give to my Je-mi - ma. -kee Doo-dle keep it | up, 


Yan-kee Doo-dle dan - dy; Mind the mu-sie and thestep, And with the girls be han - dy. 


eg 


i 


n 
| 
5 And there I see a swamping gun, 8 And Cap'n Davis had a gun, 
Large as a log of maple, He kind o' elapt his hand on’t. 
! Upon a mighty little cart; And stuck a crooked stabbing-iron 
‘A load for father’s cattle, Upon the little end on't. 
6 And every time they fired it off, too, would gallop up 
It took a horn of powder; our faces; 
It made a noise like father's gun, It scared me almost half to death 
| Only a nation louder, "Do see them run such races, 
7 And there T see a little keg, 10 It scared me so I hooked it cff, 
Tts head all made of leather; Nor stopped, as I remember, 
They knocked upon’t with little sticks, Nor turned about till I got home, 
"po call the folks together. Locked up in mother's chamber, 
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MARCH OF THE MEN OF HARLECH. 


| (MIXED VOICES.) 


Moderato. 


8 


ri 
Men of Har - lech! in the hol - low, Do ye hear, like rush-ing bil - low, 
We - le goel - certh wen yn fla- mio, A - thaf -o - dau tán yn bloedd io, 


| Wave on wave that surg - ing fol - low, Bat > tles dis - tant sound? 
Ar +. r de wrion ddod i da vo, Un waith et - on wn; 


i 
"Tis the tramp of -on - men, Sax- on spear-men, Sax - on bow- men; 
Gan fanll-e - fau ty -wys -o - gion, Ll - ais gely -nion, trwst ar - fog - ion, 
- 
= 
= 
3; 


they knights, or hinds, or yeo - men, They shall bite the ground! 


A charla - miad y — march - o - gion, Craig ar graig a grynt 


Eg 


| Loose the folds a - sun - der, Flag we con - quer un der! 
| Ar - fon byth m ors fi 
| 


dd, Ce - nir yn. drag 2p wydd; 


(102) 


plae - id sky now. bright 
ru — fydd feb 


Oym -ru 


on high, 
fu, 


Shall launch its.. bolts in... 
Yn glo » dus yn.. mysg gule-dydd, 


Qu — 


thun - der! 


On- ward! ‘tis our coun - try 
Yn ng- wm o- leuni’r goel 


needs us; 


certh aew, 


he who leads us! 


Oym- ron marw, 


Ie is... brav - est 


Tros fu - sa su 


Hon - ors self now proud - 
An - ni- by - ni - aeth 


ly heads 
sydd yn 


us! Freedom! God, and Right! 
galw, Am ei de «^ wraf dyn. 


Rocky steeps and passes narrow 

Mash with spear and flight of arro: 

Who would think of death and sori 
Death is glory now’ 

Hurl the r 

Le 


Fate of friend, of wife, of lover, 


ling horse:nea,over, 


ie earth dead foemen cover! 


"Trembles on a blow! 


Strands of life are riven, 
Blow for blow is given, 
In deadly lock, or battle shock, 
And merey shrieks to henven! 

Men of Harlech! young or honry, 
Would you win a name in story? 
Strike for home, for life, for glory 

Freedom! God, and Right! 


wW, 


row? 


(108) 


2 Ni chaiff gelm ladd ac ymlid, 
Harlech! Harleoh! cwyd iw her 
in Rhyddid, 


Y mae Rhoddwr mawr 


Yn rhoi nerth i ni; 
Wale Gymru a'i byddinoedd, 
Xn ymdywallt o'r mynyddbedd ! 
Rhuthrant fel rhaiadrau dyfroedd 
Llamant. fel y Wi! 
Llyddiantin luyddon? 


Tewystra bâr yr entron ! 


Cwybod yn ei galon gai, 
Fel bratha cleddyf Brython; 
Y elédd. yn erbyn elédd. a chwery, 
Dur yn.erdyn dur a dery 
Wele fäner Gwalia't fyny 
Rhyddid aif ahi? 


THE BATTLE-CRY OF FREEDOM. 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Moderato, 


s 
- 

| 1. Yes, well ral - ly round the flag, boys, we'll ral - ly once a- gain 

2. We are springing to the call — of our broth-ers gone — be. fore, 


—————— 


We will ral- ly from the hill - side, we'll 
And we'll fill the va - cant ranks with -n 


hout.ing the bat- tle- ery 
Shout-ing the bat- tle - ery 


from 
mill -ion free - men more, 


the -ing the bat -.tle - cry of Free - dom. 


-ing the bat - tle - cry 


pluin, 


of 
æ 


— 


The Un-ion forev 


hile we 


Hur-rah! boys, Hur-rah! Down with the traitor, Up with thestar 


ral «ly round the flag, 
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CHARLES JOHN, OUR BRAVE KING. 


1. Charles John, our brave 
1. Carl Jo - han, vår 


Music by DU PUY. 


== 


Is home 


Hun kom 


ward re + turn - ing; Bach 
den, 0 


som från höj 


een i- 
EB 


m 


heart's for him yearn - ing, Bells 
sjun - gom i fr - den Bad 


EX 


joy - ous- 
gam - mal 


ly ring. The throne thou sus 
och ung! Han tryg - ga - de 


e s = == 
2 E ry Te) 
Jue a 
* ae 
f = - a? 
Pt r 
tain firm hang thon reign - est, Charles John, our brave 
Thro lf - te Na - tio - nen, Det gjor - de wär 
T 


vw 


Ha! when our brayo Ki 
In battle is lending, 
To fame 

His pr 

J: Tu peace he 
In war he's 

Charles John, our brave King 


s glorious, 


E 


AIL hail, O denr King! 
Thon raisest thy nation 
From all tribulation, 
And plenty dost bring, 
|: Our carés thon dost lighten, 
Our homes thou dost brighten, 
AIL hail, O deur King! :] 


Long live out brave King! 
That, free from oppression, 
In freedom’s possession, 

"To him we 

|: "Mongst kings thou art peerless, 
Of heroes most fearle 

Long live our braye King] 
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2 0 faljom vår Ku 
J krigiska tide 
Titl modiga strider, 

Bid gammal och ung! 

|: Han vet fora svärdet 
Men künner dock värdet 

Af friden, vir Kung.: 


3 Välsignom var Kung! 
Han ryckt osa ur nöden, 
Till süllare öden 

Båd gammal och ung. 
]t Han bär för vår smärta 
Ett faderligt hjerta, 
Välsignom vår Kung. 


4 0 lofve vår Kung, 
TIL frihetens hägnad, 
Till innerlig fügnad 
För gammal och u 
|: Bland Kungar den Förste 
Blanc. Hjeltar den Störste 
O lefve -àr Kung!) 


AUSTRIAN NATIONAL HYMN. 
QUXED VOICES.) JOSEPH HAYDN. 


Moderato. 


good Kai - ser, Kai - ser.. Franz! 


| 1.G0d  pre-serve our Franz, the 
Un- serm gu- ten Kai- ser.. Franz! 


1. Gott er - hal - te Frans den 


Peace and pit- y un -as - sum- ing, Near his throne, with love pre- side, 

Lan - ge le - be Franz der Kai - ser In des — Glü - ckes hell - stem Glanz! 
3 

—E—$— 


—1—+ 
== 
Ca 
I 
| On his ield are bright-ly ^ beam-ing Right and jus- tice, side by side. 
| Ihm er - blü - hen Lor- beer - rt ser, Wo Er geht, zum Eh - ren - krame! 
P s- s- - re 
»- 3 ee wi 
2 oee Se 
t t ” ij 


Franz! 


us the Kai- ser; Our good Kai- 


serve to 


pre - 


er hal -te Frane den Kai- ser, Un + sern gu 


2 He with virtues thus adorned, 2 Lass von Seiner Fahnen Spitze 
ye for human care; Strahlen Sieg und Fruchtbar 
Never o'er a people scorned Lass in Seinem Rathe sitzen 

Klugheit, Redlichkeit ; 


Swingeth he the sword in air; Weishe 

By their blessings won and warned, Und mit Seiner Hoheit Blitzen 
All for them he'll do and dare. Schalten nur Gerechtigkeit! 

I: God preserve to us the Kaiser, |: Gott! erhalte Franz den Kaiser, 


Our good Kaiser, Kaiser Franz! Unsern guten Kaiser Fran 


8 Chains of slavery he breaketh, 3 Ströme deiner Gaben Fülle 

Upward raiseth freedom high! Ueber Ihn, Sein Haus und R 
Now the German land he maketh Brich der Bosheit Macht, enth 
Soon the highest, far or nigh! Jeden Schelm und Buben-S 
And at last the chorus waketh Dein Gesetz sey stetz Sein Wi 


Dieser uns Gesetzen gleich. 
Y: Gott! erhalte Franz den Kaiser, 
Unsern guten Kaiser Fran 


Him to immortali 
I: God preserve to us the Kaise 
Our good Kaiser, Kaiser Franz 


= 


THE BLUE BELLS OF SCOTLAND. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 
Moderato. 


l 
| z 
| 1.0 where, and o where is land lad die gone?... 
if 2.0 where, and o where does -land lad die dwell ?. 

3. What clothe: in what clothes is your - land lad die clad ?. .... 

4. Sup - pose, and sup - pose that your High-Jand Jad should die? 
| 

e | 
A [^ > on 
ie i t I i 


t 


| o „ and © where is your High - land lad - die gone? 
O where, and © where does your High-land lad - die dwell?. 1 
| What: cloth in what clothes is your High -land Jad - die clad? h 
| Sup - pose, and sup - pose that your High - land lad, should À 
-— 
| EE 


és et 

M Se: 

è foto t 

| Hes gone to. fight) the foe; for ` King George up - on the throne; 

| Te dwelt in mer = ry Scot- land at the sign of the Blue Bell;. 
His bon- net's Sax - on green, and his... waist- cont is of plaid 
The bag-pipes shall play o'er him, and Id lay me down and ; 


- 
wish him safe at — homel... 


oh! in my heart, how I 
oht. in my heart. that 1 love my Ind = die well...., 
oh! in my "heart that T — love my  High-land lad 
oht in my heart that I wish — he may — not die, 
i i 
= See 


Bee 
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Moderato, 


lov'd ones 


In days of 


- nia's flag 


THE MAPLE LEAF FOREVER. 
(NATIONAL SONG OF CANADA.) 


(MIXED VOICES.) 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


5 
re, Wolfe, the dauntless he - ro came, And plant-ed firm Bri - 
‚Our brave fa- thers side by si 


yo 


‘or free-dom,homes and 


On... Ci fair do- main! Here may it wave, onr boast, our pride, 
Firmly stood and no.bly died; And those dear rights which they maintain'd, 


And join'd 
We 


swear 


love to - 
yield them 


The This - tle, Sham-rock, Rose en - twine The 
Our watch-word ev - er - more shall be The 


Ma - ple I 


== 
== 


Ma - ple Leaf, our em-blem dear, The Ma - ple Leaf for - 


save our Queen, and Heav-en bless The Ma -ple Leaf for - ev - er! 


m e Ber we e. e p æ 2 = 
Se =. = Sea 


d New York, 


it, meax, by Jerome H. Remick & Co., Detroit 
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HOLLAND'S NATIONAL HYMN. 


(MIR 


D YOICES,) 


Moderato. 


f a=: 


i =: ji. 


| 
May 


1, Who boasts of true Hol- land - ish blood, Whose ab - bors the 
1. Wien Neér-lands bloed door dea - ders vloeit, Van vreem-de smet- ten 


ss 
join our good -ly broth - er - hood, 
heart voor Land and. Kon » ing gloeit, 


join our fes- tive sa 
heff den Zang, as 


Our man - ly voie - es 
Hij stem mel ons, ve 


Sanaa i Bae Gea a 
take him by the hand, And sing the 
- be- klem - de borsi, Het rond and har - tig 


let us 


rend van zin, 
gu et 
— øw ~— : 

| pa 


and the praise Of our dear Fa - ther - land, Of our Fa - ther- land. 
fest - lied in Voor Va - der - land and Vorst, Voor Va- 9 land and Vorst. 
zx. 


Hue fu 
eu ES z 
=": Er ies 
i ls 
2 And God upon His heavenly throne, 2 De Godheid op haar hemel Iroon, 
Whom angel-hosts ador Bezongen en vereerd, 
Will listen to our heartfelt tune Houdt gunstig vok naar onzen toon 
Now and for evermore. Het heilig h 
Next, after the ial choir, Zy geeft het eerst, na't 2alig koor, 
A kindly enr He'll lend, ‘Thal hooger enaren spant, 
Accept and grant our ardent prayer Het rond en hartig hed gehoor 
]: For the dear Fatherland! : | |: Voor Vorst and Vaderland! :| 
3.0 God, protect our brotherhood! 3: Bescherm, O God vewaak de grond 
The land, so fair and free, Waarop onz' adem gaat! 
Where once our little cradle stood, Deplek waar onze wieg op stond, 
And where our grave shall be! Waar eens ons graf opstaat! 
© God, from whom all mercies flow, Wy smeeken, van uw’ Vaderhand, 
We pray, ‘Thy loving hand Met diepgeroerde borst, 
ngs will bestow Behoud voor't lieve Vaderland 
|: Upon our Fatherland, :] |: For Vaderland and Vorst. :| 
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THE WATCH ON THE RHINE. 


(MIXED VOICES.) CARL WILH 
Arr. by GEORGE ROS 
NR 


= — Er 


ing wave and clang of steel 


1, A voice re-sounds like thun -der-peal, "Mid dash 
rt-ge-klirr und Wo - gen-prall : 


1. Es braust ein Ruf wie Don- ner- hall, Wie Schw 


Rhine, the Rhine, the Ger - man Rhine! Who guards to-day. my'stream di 
Rhein, zum Rhein, zum deutsch-en Rhein! will des Sto - mes Hit 


Fa - ther-land! no dan - ger thine, Dear Fa - ther-land!no dan - ger thine; Firm stand thy 
Va - ler-land ! magst ru- hig sein, Lieb Va - ter-land! magstrw - hig sein; 


irm stands thy sons to watch, to watch the Rhine. 
Fest steht und.treu die Wacht, dieWacht am: Rhein! 


: 


sons to watch, to watch the Rhine, 
die Wacht, die Wacht am Rhein! 


i= 
2 They stand a hundr 2 Durch Hundert-tausend zuckt es schnell, 
enge their country’s wrong; Und aller Augen blitzen hell ; 
With filial love their bosoms swell; Der Deutsche, bi omm und stark, 
‘They'll guard the sacred land-mark well, Beschützt die heil'ge Landesmark. 
3 Do heaven his eager glances fly, 3 Er blickt hinauf in Himmelsau'n, 
Whence heroes gaze approvingly, Da Heldenväter niederschau'n, 
And swears with haughty pride, the Rhine Und schwört mit stolzer Kampfeslust, 
Shall German be while life is mine! Du, Rhein, bleibst deutsch wie meine Brust! 
4 While flows one drop of German blood, 4 So lang! ein Tropfen Blut noch glüht, 
Or sword remains to guard thy flood, Nach eine Faust den Degen zieht, 
While rifle rests in patriot's hand Und noch ein Arm die Büchse spannt, 
No foe shall tread thy sacred strand! Betritl kein Feind hier deinen Strand. 
5 Our oath resounds, the river flows, 5 Der Sehwur erschallt, die Woge rinnt, 
In golden light our banner glows, Die Fahnen flattern hoch im Wind : 
s wil! guard the stream divine, Am Rhein, am Rhein, am deutschen Rhein, 
, the Rhine, the German Rhine! Wir alle wollen Hüter sein! 
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RULE, BRITANNIA! 


Words by JAMES THOMSON. Music by Dr. THOMAS A. ARNE. 
Maestoso. Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


=} == 


1, When Brit - ain first... 
2, The na- tions not. 
3, Still more ma - jes 
4, Thee hau 


nt Henv'n's com-mand, A from out the 
so blessed as Must in. their turn to 
halt thou rise, More dread - - - ful from each 


ht - ty rants ne'er shall tame; AUT TEthelts ne ee at tempts to 


az - uremain, A - rose from out the az- ure main, This was the char-ter, 

ty - rants fall, Must in their turn to ty- rants fall; While thon shalt flourish, 

for - eign stroke, More dread-ful from..... each for. eign stroke, As the loud blast that 
to bend thee down, Will but a- rouse thy 


bend thee down, All their at- tempt: 
f 


= 
| of the land, And guárdian an gels sang this strain: Rule, Bri-tan-nial Bri- 
greatand free, Che dreadand en - vy of them al. Rule, Bri-tan-nial Bri- 
the... ski ~ Serves but toroot.... thy na-tive oak. Rule, Bri-tan-nia! Bri - 
gen 'rous flame To work their woe. .. and thy re-nown. Rule, Bri-tan-nia! Bri- 
i 


* F. 


tan - nia, rule the waves; Brit -ons nev er will be slaves, will be slaves. 
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THE MARSEILLAISE. 


Allegro marziale 


Ye sons of Free-dom, wake k! what myriads bid you ! Yourchildren, 


. Al-lons, en-fants de la -tri - ar ~ ri- vé? — Qon - [re 


wives, and grand - 


Je - hold their 
ten - dard. 


E Be- hold their tears, and hear their cries! 
7 


nous de la ty-ran-ni- e .— L'é-ten-dard san-glant est le - vé 


p- a 
— 


san - glant est 


J= 
and hear all hate - ful ty - rants, mis - chief breeding, With hire-ling 


Mu - gir ees 


vous, dans les cam - pa- gn 


hostsa ruf- 


lan band, Af-fright and des - o- late the land, When peace and lib - er -ty lie 
- ro-ces sol- dals? Ns vien -nent jus-que dansnos bras É gor-ger nos fils, nos cam 


—RN-A 
Ag: 


bleed-ing? To arms. to arms, ye brave! ing sword un - sheath!... March 
pa-gnes! Ausar - mes, ci - lo-yens! vos ba- lail - lons Mar - 


m cm 


( —- m 
eo 


j — 
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THE MARSEILLAISE. 


on, march on, All hearts 


chons, — mar-chons! — Qu'unsang.. im 


On lib - er-ty or denthl., 
A - brew - ve nos sil- lons 


2 With Inxury and pride surrounded 

The vile insatiate despots da 

Their thirst for gold and power unbounded, 

To mete and vend the light and air! 

No mete and vend the light and air! 

Like beasts of burden would they load us, 

Like gods would bid their slaves adore 

But man is man, and who is mor 

‘Then shall they longer lash and goa 

‘To arms, to arms, ye brave! 

‘Th'avenging'sword unsheath ! 

March on, march on, all hearts resolved 
On liberty or death! 

3 O Liberty! can man resign thee? 

Once having felt thy generous flame, 

Gan dungeon bolts and bars confine thee 

Or whips thy noble tame? 

Or whips thy noble spirit tame? 

Too long the world has wept, bewailing 

The blood- 

But freedom is our sword and shield, 

‘And all their arts are unavailing! 

"To arms, to arms, ye brave! 

"Th'avenging sword unsheath! 

March on, march on, all hearts resolved 
On liberty or death! 


id us? 


ained sword our eonqu'rors wich; 


Tremblez, tyrants! et vous, perfides, 

L’opprobre de fous les partis, 

Tremblez ! vos projets parrici 

Vont enfin recevoir leur pria! 

Vont enfin recevoir leur pria! 

Tout est soldat pour vous combattre. 

S'ils tombent, nos jeunes héros, 

La. France en produit de nouveaux, 

Contre vous tout préts à se battre! 

Aux armes, citoyens ! 

Formez vos vataillons! 

Marchons, marchons! qu'un sang impur 

Abrewve nos sillons l 

Nous entrerons dans la carrière 

Quand nos aînés n'y seront pl 

Nous y trouverons leur poussi 

Et la trace de leurs vertus, 

Et la trace de leurs vertus, 

Bien moins jaloux de leur survivre 

Que de partager leur cercueil, 

Nous aurons le sublime orgueil 

De les venger ou de les suivre ! 

Auz armes, citoyens! 

Formez vos bataillons! 

Marchons, marchons! qu'un sang impur 
Abreuve nos sillons ! 


RUSSIAN HYMN. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Maestoso. 


eto 
— se 
des = 


God save the Long may he live 
Bo - she sar chrani, Ssill nyi der-shüw nui, 


pow'r, In hap-pi-ness, in peace to — reign. 
Zarst wui na Sla wyi,na Sla wu nam. 


Dread of his en - e- mies, Faith's sure de: 


Zarst wui na stach wra-gam Zar — pra-wa sslaw nyi, 


God save the Ozar, 
zar da chra - mi. 


God save tl 
Bo! Ye 


en 


ele. 


E 


= 
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for 
for 
for 


ward to 


ward for Fr 


ward to 


tle! The tram-p 
utin te 
con-quer! Where free hearts are beating, 


er = r 


NATIONAL HYMN OF ITALY. 


i- 


Arr. 


by GEORGE ROSEY. 


All for-ward! AU 
She comes to the 
— Death to the 


3 

=| 
t g= 
for-ward! our old flug is 
loy - al whodie to de- 
cow-ard who dreams of re - 


fly - 
fend her; H 


treat 


ing, When Lib - er- 
ars and 


t-i 


alls 


tripes o'er the wild wave of bat - tle 
us from mountain and val - 


lin - ger no lon- ger; — 
Shal 


be 


Reb - els, come on! tho’ a 
l float in the heav-ens to 
ing her ban-ner she 


thou-sand to 


wel 


come us 


cne! — 
on. 


lends to the fight, — 


tu 


ty! 


ward! to 
For-ward! all 


Lib 
glo - 
for-ward! the trum-pets are 


ry, tho’ life-blood is pou 


er- ty! death-less and glo 


rious, — Un -der thy 
aring, Where bright swords are 


ry - ing; The drum beats to 
2 à 


" 


ui 


xx 
J 


per 


ban - mer thy sons vie-to - rious, Free souls are val - iant, and strong arms are 
flash - ing, and can - nons are roar - ing, Wel- come to death in the bul- let's quick 
arms, ou old flag is fly - ing; Stout hearts and strong hands a - round it shall 
Snes i p-o : 5 
=== = = 
a n- — u= 
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stron - ger, God shall go with us, and bat - tle be won. rrah for the 
rat - tle, — Fight-ing or fall - ing shall free - dom be won. for the 
ral ly, For - ward to bat - , for God and the Right. for the 


ban - ner! Hurrah for our ban „the flag of the free, 


THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH TARA’S HALLS. 
Words by THOMAS MOORE. (MIXED VOICES.) Music by MOLLY ASTORE. 
With feeling. 5 N NEN mf 
zr ^ 


1. The harp that once thro’ Ta - ra's halls The soul of mu - sie shed, Now hangs as mute on 
2 No more to chiefs and la -dies bright The harp of Ta - ra swells, The chord a -lone that 


p- p- 


Ta - ras walls As tho’ that soul were fled. So sleeps the pride of for- mer days, 
breaks at night Its tale of ru-in tells, ‘Thus Freedom now so sel-dom wak 


UM per 2—-—T. 
e 


^ 
Near 4 we 
Deere ie) 
aem se : m E 
glo-ry’s thrill is o'er, And hearts that oncebeat high for praise Now feel that pulse no more. 
on - ly throb she gives Is when some heart, in-dignant, breaks, To show that still she lives. 


SEE 


THE PALMS. 


J. FAURE. 
Moderato. 
N Ss z 
N =A I = 
= -* = 
now the al - tar gar - land ed 
un > to us a Child is — born 
up thy voice, © blest Je ru 


Spend - in 
Cal'd Princ 
Joy - ful thy sons hail thine e- man - ci- pa- tion. 


es ° 


their per - fume on 


of Peace, bring - ing to us sal - va - tion 


Hail to our new - born King, what joy i ours! 
Kings at His feet their vo - tive of - frrings cast 
thy voice, © blest Je - ru - sa - lem! 


Let ev - Cry one — ap-proach and hom 
Hail Or - ient Star! the gloom night 
Brings hope to theo of full va 
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THE PALMS, 


Join. all and sing, re - sound Mis ^ praise, 


Let ev + Cry voice be — yaied in ex — - ul - ta tion, 


simi Bach) Uae ES ronal 


He who comes bring-ing sal - va = - + +. + + - dion. 


UE. d 


JESUS, LOVER OF MY SOUL. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 
Words by CHARL'ES WESL 


Music by S. B. 


MARSH. 


== 


my soul, Let me to Thy bo 


2. Oth er ref - uge have I none; Hangs my help - 


3. Pleu-teous grace with Thee is found, Grace to cov 


e 


| € ox 
= 


on 


2] 


| SH 3 E j 
|| Z-—E—E£E —4—-2—2—2— 1E Sr 
| | — 
d | While the near - er wa - ters roll, While the tem - pest still is high,... 
l| Leave, ah! leave me not a -lone, Still sup-port and eom - fort — mel..... 
| | Let the heal - ing streams a- bound; Make and keep me pure with - in! 
Il | 
T 
| + - - e e s-e £ 6: 2. x. 
i a s Ho E »—s—+—H = p 
== Be Fr eo SS SS 
ii; 


Sav - iourt hide,.. Till the storm of 
All my help from 


Hide me, O my 


| AN my trust in Thee, is stayed, 
| Thon of life Me Foun - tain art, 


-ly let me 


life be past. 
I bring; 
of The 


Safe in -to the ha - ven guide; Oh!  re-ceive my soul 
Cov er my de- fence - less head With the shad - ow of 


Spring Thou up with-in my heart! Rise to all - ter 


wing!. .- 


S 


JERUSALEM THE GOLDEN. 


Words by BERNARD OF CLUNY. Music by ALEXANDER EWING. 
(MIXED VOICES.) Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


ze, 
= 


milk and hon - ey blest, 
ju bi - lant with song, 
there, from care re cased, 
home of God's e - lect! 


Je - ru - sa - lem the gold 
They stand, those halls of Zi 

9, There is the throne of Da 
4.0 sweet and bless. ed coun 


p 


“2 i 
r= 


— 


== 
$ 
" = 
Be - neath thy’ con - tem - pla - tion Sink heart and voice op - prest. 
And bright with many an an - gel And all the mar- tyr throng. 
Tho song of them that tri - umph, The shout of them that feast; 
i and bless - ed coun - try. That -ea - ger hearts ex - pect! 
te e 2 
— ear — ENT = 
= = = L æ z £ - | 
==: —— = == i E 
| 
d | 
i ] 2 
1 E [e | 
= foe ers 
I know not, oh, 1 know not, What joys there, 
I The Prince is — ev - er in them, The day - light is ^ se - rene; 
! And they who with their Lead - er Have con - quered in the fight, 
Te - sus, in mer - cy bring us To that dear ot 
e 
i 
ze = 
1 | 
; . 
i 


= 


S- 
ea 


be v 
1 What. ra + dium - ey of — glo - ry, What bliss be- yond com- pare. 
The pns- tures of the bles - ed decked in glo - rious sheen, 
For - ev - er and for,- ev - er J clad in robes of white. 
Who art, with God the Fa - ther, And Spir . it, ev + er blest. 


a be 
= 


WES 
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IN THE SWEET BY AND BY. 


(MIXED VOICES. ) 


Words by S. FILLMORE BENNE 


With feeling. | 
ed N 


land that is fair - er than by faith we may see it a- 
shall sing on that beau -ti - ful 


our boun -ti - ful Fa-ther a- 


The me-lo - di- ous songs of the 
We will of - fer the trib - ute of 


To prepare us a dwelling place there. 
Not a sigh for the blessings of rest. 
And the blessings that hallow our day 


For the Fa-th 
And our spir-itsshall sorrow no mo 
-ous gift of His love, 


For the glo - 


In the sweet nd by, We shall meet on that beau-ti-ful shore! 
We shall meet on that beau-ti-ful shore! 


We shall meet on that beau-ti-ful shore! 


Tn the sweet by and by 
In the sweet by and. by, 


ie 


—-— 


by and by, 


We shall meet on that beau-ti - ful 
We shall meet on that beau-ti - ful shore. 
We shall meet on that beau-ti - ful shore. 


In the sweet 
In the sweet 
In’ the sweet 


° 
- 
= 


by and by, y and by, 
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LEAD, KINDLY LIGHT. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Words by Rev. JOHN HENRY NEWMAN. 


Music by Rev. J. B. DYKES. 


1 Lead, kind - ly Light, a- mid 
Dink was not ev er thus, 
8. So long Thy pow'r hath bless’ 


'd me, 


th'en - 


nor prayed 


eir - 


cling 
that 
it 


gloom, ^ Lead me 
Thou Shouldst lead me 
still Will lead me 


Thou 


v 
on; The night is and 1 am — far from ^ home,.. 
on; 1 loved to and see my path; but — now 
on O'er moor and oer crag- and tor - rent, till. 
wow F S g 
eg e as 2 
-— = p p » pe zi 
= iz: = w w- a t rd 
¥ v a 
suspe 
I 
zw} 4 NN 
Sip ei .s—*— oy 
“ge. a 
Lead Thon me on. Keep Thou my feet; I do not ask 
Lead Thou me on. I loved the gar ish day, and, spite 
The night is gone... And with the morn those an gel fae - 


tant scene; 


The dis one step e - nough for me 
Pride ruled my will: re - mem ber mot... past years: 
Which I have loved long since, and while... 
= 
- - -.—e 
E EE ES 
b wae = 


ABIDE WITH ME. 
(BVENTIDE.) 


(auxep voicks,) Music by WILLIAM HENRY MONK. 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 
= 


Words by HENRY FRANCIS LY? 


v1 A  bidewith met Fast falls the e ven-tide, The darkness deep- ens—Lord, with me a- bide! 
v9. Swift to its close ebba out life's lit tle day; Earth'sjoysgrowdim, its — glo-ries pass a - 
3.1 need Thy pres-ence every passing hour, What but grace can foil the temp-ter 
Hold Thou Thy cross be 


way; 
pow 


When oth er help. ers fail, and eom-forts flee, Help of the help-less, bb, a bide with 
o Changeand de-eay in all around I see; O 'Thou,who changest not, a -bide with 
Who, like Thy-self, my guideand stay ean be? Thro'eloudandsun-shine,oh, a: bide with 
Heavy’ ksaandearth'svainshadowsflee! In life, in death, © Lord, a « bide with 


eet 
== re 
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ALL HAIL THE POWER OF JESUS’ NAME! 
(CORONATION ) 
Words by EDWARD PERRONET. (MIXED VOICI 


£ 


Music by OLIVER HOLDEN. 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


= 
LAN hail the powr of Jo- sus’ name, Let an: gels pros. trato fe"! Bring 
9 Crown Him, ye mom - ing stars. of light, Who fixed this earth - ly bull; Now 
3. Ye chos -en seed of Ts - racl’s race, Ye ran;somed from the fall, Hail 
Sin . ners, whose love can for - get The worm-wood and the gall, 


p- ep fe 
=e 
= 


N 
== 
= 

forth the roy - al di - a - dem, And crown Him Tord of... all; Bring 
hail the Strength of Is - ruel’s might, And crown Him Lord Now 
Him, who saves you by His grace, And crown Him Lord Hail 
spread your tro phies at_ His fect, And crown Him Lord Go, 
= { 

— epee 
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Ja 


ALL HAIL THE POWER OF JESUS' NAME! 


| forth the roy al di - dem, And crown Him Lord 
hail the Strength of Is - night, And Him Lord., 
Him who saves you by And Him ^ Lord 


Lord 


And Him 


spread your tro, phies at , 


E 
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ROCK OF AGES. r 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Music by THOMAS HASTINGS. 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


Words by AUGUSTUS M. TOPLADY. 


Z=] 

Sr 

1 Rock of a ges, cleft for me, Let. me hide my self in Thee 

2. Could my tears for ev - er flow, Could my no lan guor know, 

3. While I draw this fleet ing breath, When my shall close in death, 

2- 

= Ze = 
= »—r 
i 4e bp- Ee 
v T 


SEES = zl 
ee 

a 
ter and the blood, From Thy wound - ed . side which flowed 


could not a tone; Thou must save, and Thou & lone: 
to worlds un - known, And be. hold Thee om Thy throne, 


== 


Let the 
These for 
When I 


2 
=== 


Be of sin the don - ble eure, Save from wrath and make me puro. 
In my hand no pri l1 bring; Sim - ply to Thy eros  [ cling 
of a ges cleft for me Det me hide my self in Thee 
e = 

e- B j 

== E =e =! 
= T sd 
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OLD HUNDRED. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Music by L. BOURGEOIS. 


Fy - 
o o 


All peo- ple thi on carth do dwell, Sing to the Lord with cheer-ful ve 


Know that the Lord is God in - deed; With-out our aid He did us 
Oh, en - ter then His with joy, With. in His courts His praise pn 
4. Be - cnuse the Lord our is His mer. cy is for - ev + er 
gg zuge = 
ee => £ t 
Doxology ` KU 5 1 4 I SLT F 


Praise God, from whom all bless-ings flow, Praise Him, all crea-tures here be - low; 


== 


Him serve with mirth, His praise forth tell, Come ye o - fore Him and re- joi 
We are His flock, He doth us And for His sheep He doth us 
Let thank ful songs your tongues em - ploy, Oh, bless and mag- ni - fy His 


| His truth at all times firm - ly stood, And shall from age to age 
2 
—s— H 
= t 
- bove, ye heav'n- ly host; Praise Fa- ther, Son, and Ho - ly Ghost. 


SILENT NIGHT! HOLY NIGHT! 


(MIXED VOIOES.) 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY. 


night! - ly might! All “sleep... - where light, 
lent night! y night! Shep + herds first... a - right 
left night! - ly night! Son of — God... how b 


| Save the lov - ing saint-ed pair, Won -d’rous In fant with ring let - ed hair, 
| Ti - dings borne by an - gel band, Far and wide... ring through the land, 
| Shines Thy love up - on the earth! We are savd by Thy ho - ly birth, 


ei 
CENE T 
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SILENT NIGHT! HOLY NIGHT! 


in heavy - en - ly peac Sleep... in  heav.en- ly pen 
Sav - iour is born Je - sus our Say - iour born. . 


birth, ... Je - su by, birth. 


THERE IS A HAPPY LAND. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 
Arr, by GEORGE ROSEY. 


pk 
£i 


| 1. There is a  hap-py land, Far, far a- saints in glo- ry stand, 
| 2. Come to this hap-py land, Come, come a - Why will ye doubt-ing stand? 
3. Bright in that hap-py land, Beams ev - vy eye; Kept by a  Fa-ther's hand, 


Moderato. 


No 
zt so 
== 
Bright, bright as day; O how they sweet- ly sing, Wor thy is our 
Why still de - layt o we shall hap- py be, When from sin and 
Love not die; On then to glo- ry run Be w crown and 
gf 
eu 
2 


Say © jour King, Loud det His prais: cs ring, Praise, pr 
wor - row free, Tord, we shall live with ‘Thee, Blost, blest for aye: 
king- dom. won, And bright a- bove the sun, Reign, reign for ` aye 
[XOU y etr E 
=; n 

t i5 = 
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HOW GENTLE GOD'S COMMANDS. 


Words by PHILIP DODDRIDC 


(MIXED VOIOES.) Music by H. G. NAEGELLI. 
Arr. by GEORGE ROSEY, 


di Ir = 
i-i = FE! 
NSW ct MEER ji 
cm. SE 
1. How gen - tle God's com - mands! How kind cepts are! Come, 
9, Be - nenth His watch - ful eye,..... His saints y dwell! "That. 
8. Why should this anx - ious load..... Press down y R ry mind? Haste 
4. His good - ness stands ap - proved,.. Un - changed from day... to day... I'll 


your TRU deo on «the Lord... And trust His con - stant care 

which bears all na - ture up... Shall gu His chil dren well 
to... your heav'n - ly Fa - ther'sthrone eet — re- fresh ment find 
drop "my bur - den at His feet, And bea a song a- w 


In| 
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COME, THOU ALMIGHTY KING. 


Words by CHARLES WESLEY. ( MIXED VOICES, Music by FELICE GIARDINI. 


1, Come, Thou al - mighty King, Help us "Thy name to sing, Help us | to pr 

3. Come, Thou in - car : nate Word,Gird on Thy might - y sword, Our pray'r at-ten¢ 
+ 3. Come, ho-ly Com - fort. or! "Phy sa-cred wit - ness bear, In this glad hour 

J. To the great One in Thres/Phe highest pris - es be,” Henew ev or. more 


Come, and Thy 
Thou who al 
His sov-'reign 


eom. e. 


zlo- ri- ous, O'er all vic. to rious, Come, and reign o + ver us, An cient of days 
ped . ple bless, And give Thy word sue-cess, Spi of ho li ness! On us de scend 
müght:y art, Now rule in^ ev heart, And ne'er fromus de part, Spir it of powri 
maj- es ty May we in glo ty sec, Andto © -ter- m-ty Loveand a + dor 
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Words by Mrs. A. L. COGHILL. 


WORK, FOR THE NIGHT IS COMING. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Music by LOWELL MASON. 


1.. Work, 
2. Work, 
3. Work, 


FE: 


for the night is com - ing, Work through the morn - ing hours; 
for the night is ^ com Work through the sun - ny noon; 
for the night is com + ing, Un - der the sun - set skies; 


e. 


= 


Work 
Fill 
While 


while the dew is spark - ling, Work "mid spring - ing flow’rs; 
bright - est hours with la - - bor, Rest comes sure and soon: 


their bright tints are glow - ing, Work, for day- light flies: 


Work 
Give 
Work 


when the day grows bright er, Work in the glow- ing sun; 
ev - "ny fly - ing min - ute Some- thing to keep in store: 
till the last beam fad - eth, Fad - eth to shine no more: 


Work, for the night is com - ing, When man's wo is done, 
Work, for the night is com - ing, When man works no more. 
Work while the night is dark - "ning, When man's is o'er. 
ee eee E = 
= | 
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SOFTLY NOW THE LIGHT OF DAY. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


Words by GEORGE W. DOANE. Music by CARL MARIA voN WEBER. 


Soft - ly now 
Thou, whose all - 
Soon for me 
Thou, who sin - 


ot day Fades up- on my sight a- way; 
ing eye — Naught es - capes, with-out, with - in, 
of day Shall for - ev - er pass way; 
hast known AIL of mans in-firm -i - ty: 


pc 


Free from care, from la - bor free, Lord, I 
Par - don each in- firm - i - ty, © - pen fault and — se - sin, 
Then, from sin and sor - row free, Take me, Lord, to dwell with ‘Thee, 
Then, from Thine e - ter - nal throne, Je - sus look’ with pit - ying eye 
= 
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NEARER, MY GOD, TO THEE. 


(BETHANY.) 


= -— 

l Near - er my God, to Thee, r - er to Theel Een the dt 

2. Tho' like a wan-der- er The sun gone down, Dark - ness be 

3. There let my way  ap- pear Steps un - to heaven; All — that Thou 
4. Then with my ing tho's with Thy praise, Out of my 
5. Or if on joy- ful wing, ing tho sky, Sun, moon, and 


n me, Still al my song shall be, Near « er, my 

a - ver me My à stone; Yet in — mydreunsT'd be, Near - er my 

send - est me In er-oy given; An - gels to beck-on me Near- er, my 

sto - ny griefs Beth I el Il raise, So by my woes to be, Near - er, my 

stars for-got, Up - ward I fly, Still all my song shall be, Near - er, my 
ia EB 


fex 256 5 d 
dee = E 


f po ee me 
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NEARER, MY GOD, TO THEE. 


dim. 


ei 


God, to Thee, 


= 


Near Thee! 


== = = 


Words by MARY 


FEsprewion. 


S. B. DANA. 


FLEE AS A BIRD. 


(MIXED VOICES.) 


— 5 


1. Flee as 


a bird to yon 
X He will pro-tect thee Tor - e ot, Wipe ev - 


Thou who art wea - ry of 
fall - ing 


o to theclear-flowing foun - 
He will for-sake thee, oh, nev 


; Fly, for th'a-ven-ger is 
Haste, then, the hours are 


ecc 


a = 


„thee, Gall, and the Sav-iour will hear.. 
ing, Spend not the mo-ments in sigh - ing, 


He on His bo-som will 
Cease from your sor-row and 


bear.... thee; Ob, 


thou who art wea - ry of sin, Oh, thon who art wea-ry of sin. 


Le 


ery - ing, The Sav-iour willwipe ev -'ry tear, The Sav-iour willwipe ev - ry tear. 
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